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P R E F A C E. 


Steamers and railroads have rendered even 
the most distant countries in Europe so ac- 
cessible to travellers, that the public gene- 
rally feel now much less interest in books 
such as that which, with great diffidence, I 
venture to commit to the press. Whatever 
faults of another kind the narrative portions 
of the work may have, they possess at least 
the advantage of having been written on the 
spot. Dr. Johnson once remarked, — “How 
seldom descriptions correspond with realities ; 
and the reason is, that people do not write 
them till some time after, and then their 
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imagination has added circumstances.” In 
order to avoid this prevalent error, I omitted 
no opportunity of recording my impressions 
at the time, — often, indeed, when writing was 
by no means an agreeable occupation. I 
have endeavoured faithfully and accurately to 
communicate to the reader some idea of the 
countries which I visited. My narrative may 
be very imperfect, but it has not been em- 
bellished at the expense of truth. 

The fact of my not having travelled alone 
on cither occasion, will explain the frequent 
use of the plural pronoun in the following 
pages. 

My object in adding to the notes of these 
successive journeys the observations contained 
in the five last chapters of the second volume, 
is, to call attention to subjects which a tra- 


Digitized by Google 



PREFACE. 


Vll 


veller can with special propriety illustrate, 
and which are of no small importance to us 
as a people. If my remarks induce any to 
study the present political condition of Italy, 
the influence of Roman Catholicism on the 
nations, or the social institutions of central 
Europe, I shall feel that the leisure hours of 
a few winter evenings have not been mis- 
employed. They are intended to be sug- 
gestive, not dogmatic ; to invite investigation, 
rather than to support theories. 

It has been well said, that “ A long journey, 
like a tall maypole, furnishes a sort of cloak- 
pin on which to hang the furniture of your 
mind ; and whoever sets out upon a tour 
without furnishing his mind previously with 
study and useful knowledge, erects a maypole 
in December, and puts up a very useless 
cloak-pin.” Heartily coinciding with this sen- 
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timent, I have varied my journal with dis- 
cussions which may perchance prove not un- 
acceptable to those more interested in the 
social state of a people than in scenery and 
architecture. 

Dundee, 

February 20 , 1852 . 
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CHAPTER I. 

INFLUENCE AND CIVILIZING EFFECTS OF STEAM NAVIGATION — 
SOUTHAMPTON ON THE SEVENTEENTH OF THE MONTH — PASSEN- 
GERS ON BOARD THE PACHA — A TRAVELLING REPUBLIC — THE 
BAY OF BISCAY — A MORNING AT VIGO — BAR OF THE DOURO — 

SWELL AT THE MOUTH OF THE TAGUS MOONLIGHT IN SOUTHERN 

CLIMATES — ARRIVAL AT LISBON — HOTELS IN THE PORTUGUESE 
CAPITAL — THE CUSTOM-HOUSE. 

Every man interested in the progressive civil- 
ization of the world must feel the importance of that 
part which steam-navigation will sustain in bringing 
about mighty changes. How short a time has 
elapsed since this great propelling power was 
unknown ! How many amongst us, still in their 
meridian strength, can look back on voyages across 
the Irish Channel, or the Straits of Dover, in little 
vessels, which for hours and days together expe- 
VOL. I. B 
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rienced the opposition of inconstant breezes ! But 
the commencement of the present century was to 
be the commencement of a new era in the history 
of mankind. The Clermont on the Hudson, 
and the Comet on the Clyde, were the pre- 
cursors of a revolution in the economy of nations, 
no less striking than that which the printing-press 
effected in literature, or the voyages of Columbus 
on the social aspects of that New World which he 
discovered beyond the western sea. 

The general fact that steam-vessels are now being 
rapidly introduced throughout the civilised globe, 
we know ; but perhaps there are few who would not 
be surprised were they to see a list of all these ships, 
and of the ten thousand ports which they regularly 
visit. Every London tradesman can tell you that 
daily packets cross the Straits to Boulogne and 
Calais, that steamers constantly ply between the 
metropolis and places in Scotland and Germany — 
perchance that Her Majesty’s mails are carried 
over the Atlantic by majestic ships, which plough 
the ocean at the rate of thirteen knots an hour; 
but I question if a very large proportion even 
of our educated countrymen know that about 1,500 
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steamers now ply on the Mississippi , that the snorting 
of the high-pressure engine has been heard amid 
the sombre forests on the banks of those mighty 
streams which flow down from the Rocky Mountains 
to join the “ Father of Waters,” or that every day 
the Maid of the Mist steams under the Falls ot 
Niagara. 

Feelings too varied to be described have crossed 
my mind when, standing on the deck of power- 
ful vessels, I looked on the Plains of Marathon 
and Troy, passed between Scylla and Charybdis, 
awakened the echoes of that sublime lake on 
whose shores William Tell swore to set free his 
country, disturbed the countless herds which 
graze on the banks of the sunny Guadalquiver, 
beheld the icebergs which at certain seasons stud the 
Atlantic off the coast of Newfoundland, and rapidly 
shot past town after town on the rivers of those 
Western American States, where only a few years 
ago the Red Indian smoked with the treacherous 
pale-faces the pipe of peace. If we wish, however, 
to understand the greatness of the revolution which 
steam-ships are effecting, we must go still further 
away from home; we must visit the valley of the 
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Sacramento, stand on the slopes of the Cordilleras, 
thread our way amongst the islands which stud the 
Gulf of Mexico and the Indian Archipelago, behold 
the lied Sea from the base of Sinai, and sail along 
the stormy coast of China from Canton to Shanghai. 
In a few years all parts of this earth on which we 
dwell will be brought near to each other by means 
of that motive power for which the advocates of 
progress have to thank the genius of Watt. 

Fourteen years only have rolled over our heads 
since Lieutenant Roberts in the Sirius silenced, 
by his triumphant arrival at New York, those 
sceptical writers who in reviews and magazines had 
been demonstrating the impracticability of ocean 
steam-navigation ; yet now we have regular mail 
steamers to places far more distant, and men take 
their passages to Valparaiso, Buenos Ayres, and 
Capetown, in the full assurance that neither calms 
nor tempests will prevent them from duly reach- 
ing their destination. Vast are the changes which 
have been already produced by this expeditious 
mode of locomotion ; but the present generation 
cannot fully estimate the results of its agency. 
Posterity will appreciate the magnitude of the revo- 


Digitized by Google 



SOUTHAMPTON. 


o 


lution, when commerce and the steam-engine shall 
have developed the resources of countries isolated 
as China, unpeopled as those wide plains through 
which flow the Uruguay and the Parana, and 
barbarous as that forlorn Africa, which has so long 
been the nursery of creatures doomed to slavery. 

No thoughtful man can avoid meditating on 
these things, when travelling by steam to foreign 
lands, formerly beyond the reach of the summer 
tourist. Every vessel built to connect one clime 
with another is a messenger of concord, a real 
agent of civilization, an able exponent of the bless- 
ings of commercial freedom, a forerunner of the 
time when men shall live as brothers, cultivating 
the arts of peace. 

Many of my readers have witnessed the scene 
on the quay of a seaport just before the departure 
of an outward-bound mail steamer, — the leave- 
takings and looks of sadness, the scuffle for port- 
manteaus and hat-boxes, the anxious countenances 
of bad sailors, and the attitudes of indifference 
assumed by those who have become inured to the 
discomforts of a voyage. The seventeenth day 
of each month is a busy one at Southampton ; 
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for on it two packets leave the docks for foreign 
countries, one for the West Indies, the other for the 
Peninsula. Many fathoms deep below the waves 
in the Straits of Malacca lies the steamer on the 
deck of which I stood in September 1850, bound 
for Spain and Portugal, and little did our attentive 
Captain Weeks then suppose that in a few months 
afterwards, and in a distant part of the world, 
the Pacha, under other officers, would become 
the victim of a terrible collision, and cany down 
with her several hapless sufferers. 

Very different was the scene on her deck on 
that memorable night when the Erin stntck her, 
from that which presented itself to me in the 
dock at Southampton. I mixed indeed with 
a crowd ; but one composed of pleasure-seeking 
passengers like myself, — merchants returning to 
their homes, whose occupation for the moment 
was inspecting cabins, calling for luggage, 
remonstrating with stewards and disputing 
with the bearers of their baggage, — invalids 
with pale faces, bound for Malaga and Cadiz, — 
Portuguese noblemen, supporters of Don Miguel, on 
their way back to Lisbon, and their female relations, 
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whose manners did not agreeably impress their 
fellow-travellers. Then we had also on board, a 
Brazilian slave-dealer from Pernambuco, a loqua- 
cious Jewess who hailed from London, a young 
officer of the garrison at Gibraltar and his lady, 
the excellent chaplain to the convicts at that station, 
and various others, no fewer than seventy-eight 
passengers being crowded into a small steamer, 
which would have been well filled with half that 
number. 

As the hour of sailing approached, the “ din ” 
on the quarter-deck increased rather than abated : 
relatives rapidly exchanged parting sayings, 
— sailors hurried about in the execution of 
their orders, — a stream of people passed and 
repassed constantly along the planks connecting 
the vessel with the quay, and those unfortunates 
who gave themselves uneasiness about berths and 
baggage, in vain expostulated with busy stewards 
and porters clamouring for higher remuneration. 
But such moments, like others of more importance, 
have an end ; and shortly after the arrival of the 
London mail train, the Admiralty agent reported 
himself ready, the bell warned loving friends to go 
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ashore, the captain mounted the paddle-box, and 
away went the Pacha down Southampton Water, 
her deck presenting an animated spectacle, until we 
reached the Needles and began to experience the 
long swell of the Atlantic Ocean. 

Nowhere does a man feel himself to be more on 
a footing of equality with his fellows than on board 
a steamer. The admirers of despotism, of aris- 
tocracy, of rank and privileges, must conform to 
the laws of that virtual republic. “ Libert# , igalitS, 
fraternite," are words which would be much more 
suitably painted above a cabin entrance, as far as 
the passengers are concerned, than above the doors 
of public buildings in that “ free” country, where so 
many editors of newspapers are in gaol, and so much 
power is given to military officers. The dinner- 
bell rings, and we all scramble for the best places 
at table; the “ Duke ” is nearly knocked down 
stairs by a shopkeeper; the “ Marquis ” rubs 
shoulders with a commercial traveller. What care 
I for the dignitaries? I have paid as much for my 
passage as either of them, and whatever they may 
be in the drawing-rooms of the Necessidades, or 
while travelling in their carriages and four, they 
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are but individual members of the democracy 
on board the Pacha. If steam-vessels are pro- 
moting the civilization of the globe, by affording 
immensely increased facilities for locomotion, they 
are also bringing different classes -in society more 
together, and compelling the “ high and mighty 
exclusives ” of all nations sometimes at least to de- 
scend from their unapproachable loftiness, and asso- 
ciate on equal terms with their fellow-men. Now 
and then, indeed, one meets an ignorant English 
lord, or a moustachiod German potentate, with his 
button-holes bedizened with orders, who, affecting 
to despise their chance company, incur the ridicule 
of all, not excepting the cabin-boys; but our gran- 
dees knew the world better, and whilst the ladies 
of their parties giggled with their domestics, they 
talked like rational travellers to Tom, Dick, and 
Harry. 

“ Like master like man,” is a trite saying: but 
it aptly applies to the economy on board steamers. 
When the captain combines urbanity with atten- 
tion to his duties, the passengers seldom require to 
complain of subordinates. Fortunately for us, we 
were so situated ; else the overcrowded state of the 
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sleep, read, or think ; leading a sort of vegetative life, 
and listening to the shrill whistle of the boatswain, 

“ The night wind’s sigh, the breakers’ roar, 

And the shrieks of the wild seamew.” 

Having been thus humiliated more than once 
previously, I could not expect, nor was I permit- 
ted, to escape in “ Biscay’s sleepless bay.” The 
wind having veered round to blow from south- 
south-west, and the Pacha , like several other boats 
belonging to the same company, being in nowise 
renowned for her sailing qualities, we made but 
slow progress. It was the forenoon of the third 
day before we came in sight of Cape Ortegal ; 
Ferrol and Corunna remained long in sight, and 
the “ hand of eve,” as Coleridge hath it, “ had 
nearly closed the western bars,” when we met the 
Erin, (fortunately not in such close quarters as the 
two ships afterwards came to in the Straits of 
Malacca,) steaming under the bare gloomy cliffs of 
Cape Finisterre. Dark and threatening was the 
sky in the direction of the Bay of Vigo ; we ex- 
pected a hurricane, but the clouds broke in a storm 
of heavy rain, and darkness came on apace. Very 
early in the morning the motion of the vessel 
underwent a change ; it was evident that we had 
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got into calm water, and soon afterwards the noise 
of the paddles ceased, and no sound hut the strik- 
ing of the hours broke the silence. 

The sun was just beginning to tinge with red 
the tops of the hills, the church bells were tolling 
for matin worship, and boats had put off from the 
shore to board us, when I got on deck in time to 
accompany the steward, who was in search of fruit 
and fresh provisions, to the Spanish town of Vigo. 
This picturesque little place stands on a rocky 
promontory, projecting into a spacious bay, which 
is bounded on three sides by lofty hills, and pro- 
tected on the fourth by two bold rocks from the 
Atlantic billows. Dark woods, here and there cut 
down to make way for cottages and vineyards, 
occupy the slopes of the mountains, which above 
them rear their bare, grey crags, destitute of 
any species of vegetation. I had scarcely landed 
on the rude quay of Vigo before its resemblance to 
Syra, in the Grecian Archipelago, struck me, and 
as I proceeded, there were the same steep badly 
paved streets, the diminutive squares, the donkeys 
laden with produce, the festoons of grapes hanging 
over the courts, and the half-naked men on the 
door-steps. During my walk up to the brow of 


Digitized by Google 



MORNING AT VIGO. 


13 


the hill on which the town is built, I met the 
peasants bringing to market their apples, melons 
and vegetables — fine handsome men, and women 
with piercing eyes. The view from this elevation 
was splendid, resembling that which travellers in 
the Highlands of Scotland now and then obtain of 
the lakes, which add so much to the beauty of that 
country’s scenery. The mists of the morning were 
still nestling on the summits of the hills, and par- 
tially obscuring the lonely glens which led inland 
as far as the eye could reach ; large boats crowded 
with people, and impelled by lateen sails, were 
crossing to the villages on the other side of the 
bay, and the steep pathways leading to the town 
were covered with small horses and donkeys bear- 
ing agricultural produce, while troops of soldiers 
lazily reclined below the willow-trees on the pro- 
menade ground. Our steward having secured half 
an ox and a supply of milk, with loads of fruit and 
vegetables, we put off again to the steamer in a 
filthy boat, manned by scantily clad men. 

At eight o’clock we lifted our anchor, and 
steamed rapidly out to sea ; but scarcely had got 
beyond the islands, when the swell again forced 
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me to lay down my head and content my8elf 
with a passing peep of the picturesque coast of 
Galicia, with its bold mountains and white vil- 
lages. 

Beyond Bayona, the last place in Spain, sand- 
hills and breakers marked the mouths, first of the 
Minho, then of the Lima, and soon after dinner 
we arrived off the bar of the Douro, and three 
miles inland saw the houses and spires of Oporto. 
No ship can take the entrance to this river after 
a prevalence of westerly gales ; frequently, vessels 
have to stand off and on for weeks before they gain 
admittance to load their casks of port wine. The 
surf was dashing furiously over the rocks and 
sandbanks when a large boat came out to receive 
the passengers bound for the city. What a scene 
did that disembarkation present ! Ladies, trunks 
and merchandise had to be hurried into the boat, 
as each successive wave for a moment brought it 
on a level with the last step of the gangway. So 
majestic was the roll of the sea, that the next 
moment, the frail craft lay far down beneath us in 
the trough between two stupendous billows. 

Early next morning the wind freshened to a 
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gale, and we were not a little disconcerted to hear 
that the log showed only four knots an hour. We 
had made up our minds to reach Lisbon in the 
afternoon ; while now the officers mentioned mid- 
night as the probable hour of our arrival. These 
disheartening reports increased the dreariness of 
the sounds on deck, the whistling of the wind, the 
creaking of the timbers, and the pattering of the 
big rain drops, as Tasso says : — 

“ La pioggia ai gridi, ai venti, ai tuon s’ accorda 
Horribile armonia che il mondo aasorda.” 

When I got on deck the ship pitched so violently 
that “ Cintra’s glorious Eden ” appeared at one time 
like a village in the clouds, at another sunk in an 
almost hidden valley, far below the keel of the 
Pacha. Just as daylight left us and the moon 
rose in all her southern glory, “bathing in rich 
amber light ” a fearful bar, over which the breakers 
broke in hills of foam, we escaped from the roll- 
ing billows and entered the placid waters of the 
Tagus. “ Beautiful is the moonlight of the south ! 
In those climes the night so quickly glides into the 
day, that twilight scarcely makes a bridge between 
them. One moment of darker purple in the sky, 
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of a thousand rose-hues in the water, of shade half 
victorious over light ; and then burst forth at once 
the countless stars — the moon is up. Night has 
resumed her reign.” Thus writes Sir E. Bulwer 
Lytton in the Last Days of Pompeii, and well 
do his words apply to that beautiful night on which 
we stopped off Belem Castle to land our dukes 
and duchesses. Those who have witnessed a 
nigger merrymaking in the United States of 
America, may form some idea of the shouts, 
screams, laughs, whistles, and yells with which 
the friends and domestics in the boats welcomed our 
nobility back to the shores of Portugal. Gladly 
we heard the order given, “ Go on ahead !” w-hen 
steadily the Pacha moved up the noble river, — on 
the right the cliffs of Alemtejo glistening in the 
moonbeams, and on the left the sparkling of innu- 
merable lights denoting the presence of Lisbon. 
Having delivered the letters for the British 
squadron to a boat from the Prince Regent, at ten 
o’clock we anchored off the custom-house of the 
ancient city. 

When a man has for several days been “ cribbed, 
cabined, and confined ” in a crowded packet, he 
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not unfrequently for some time after landing feels 
unable to accommodate himself to the imperceptible 
motion of terra firma. The earth seems to jerk on 
its axis : he walks the streets as one inebriated, 
and awakening from disturbed slumbers he fancies 
his couch to rise and fall like a sea-fowl on the 
billow. 

Neither the exercise attendant on sight-seeing, 
the society of agreeable friends, nor the comforts 
of M. Durand’s hotel, could deliver me from the 
mastery of this sensation for a week after my 
disembarkation. Can any person skilful in calcu- 
lation inform me by what means the hotel-keepers 
of the Portuguese capital contrive to support exist- 
ence ? There being no roads in the country, and, 
consequently, no public conveyances, the only 
strangers that bring them custom are those who 
arrive by the trimonthly packets, either from 
Gibraltar or England, and the adventurous few 
who, despising comforts, choose to. ride across the 
country from Madrid by Elvas and Badajos. 

Next door to our comfortable abode, built on a 
height overlooking “ expanded Tagus, with its 
populous shores,” and by far the most imposing 
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mansion in the city, stood the Braganza Hotel, 
tenanted during our stay by an English barrister, 
one of our fellow-passengers, an officer and his 
wife, and a well-known individual who never pays, 
but who calls himself Plantagenet, and heir to the 
throne of Britain. The above parties and ourselves 
seemed to be all the strangers in Lisbon, yet we 
paid no exorbitant bills, heard no complaints of 
poverty on the part of our entertainers. I recom- 
mend this state of things to the earnest considera- 
tion of those potent maitres d' hotel, who dine their 
hundreds per diem in Switzerland and on the 
Rhine. Mine host of the Hotel des Bergues, or 
you of the Trois Couronnes, how can your brethren 
at Lisbon make the two ends meet'? 

Waiting for your luggage at the custom-house 
of that place is like waiting for a prize at a 
lottery. When you feel certain that your turn 
must come next, another steps in before you. 
Venturing my head into the closed chamber, 
I perceived one searcher engaged in ransacking 
trunks without number, so I commended my 
baggage to the care of those who knew better the 
ways of the place. In a corner of this apartment 
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was- our friend the Jewess, exhorting the official to 
be careful in opening the box belonging to her 
man-servant, who had been unfortunately left 
behind in England. Conceive the astonishment 
of mistress and officer when John’s trunk was 
found to contain nothing but stones. The faithless 
one had broken his engagement, and thus deluded 
the lady into the belief that all his worldly property 
remained as a pledge in her safe keeping. Apart, 
however, from the recollections of this tedious 
process, few sights in Lisbon will better repay a 
visit than the vast rooms and bonded warehouses 
attached to its custom-house. They are on a scale 
suitable, not to the petty government of Queen 
Maria, but to the wants of a country which, when 
navigation was in its infancy, sent its navies 
round the southern point of Africa and conquered 
Brazil. 
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Few cities afford a more pleasing panoramic view 
than the capital of Portugal, standing as it does, 
on undulating ground, on the northern shore of a 
broad estuary. The newest and handsomest build- 
ings occupy a valley between two hilly ridges. 
You land at a quay forming the southern side of 
Black-horse Square, an extensive open space, so 
called from an equestrian statue of King John 
erected in its centre, and flanked by the government 
offices. An archway leads from this Plaza into a 
regularly built street, which in its turn opens into 
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the Square of Don Pedro, ornamented by a hand- 
some theatre. A short distance beyond, you arrive 
at the public gardens, conducting to the northern 
suburbs. 

As you pursue this route from the river in- 
land, a hill-slope covered with houses overlooks 
you on the left, and on the right a similar ridge 
crowned by the castle, and boasting likewise of 
the cathedral. Around this hill you find the 
dirtiest part of the city, — a filthy enough quarter 
truly; but I do not by any means agree with those 
who talk of Lisbon in general as remarkably un- 
clean. It may claim to be a garden of roses in 
comparison with Trieste, Marseilles, and the back 
streets of Naples. Between the castle and the 
river are the wharves for unloading boats with 
country produce, the markets, the government 
foundry, the marine hospital and several large 
prisons. The opposite rising ground constitutes a 
healthier and more elegant part of the city. The 
road to Belem runs between it and the Tagus, and 
on either side of it stand the mansions of the no- 
bility, extensive but unsightly erections. These 
nobles nearly all live in Lisbon, scarcely ever 
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visiting tlieir estates, and therefore being of little 
benefit to the country. The cats of the Portuguese 
capital, like the dogs of Constantinople, swarm in 
every street ; and curious looking animals they are, 
with their slate-coloured skins, short hair and crop- 
ped ears. They seem to prowl about as hyenas in 
the tropics, doing the work of public scavengers, 
— functionaries belonging to a state of civilization 
not yet reached by that people which first disco- 
vered the marine road to India. Many portions ol 
the city seem partially deserted, and you frequently 
come upon ruins, mementos of the great earthquake. 
Those of a large convent crown the height opposite 
to the castle. In other directions a few more build- 
ings are in process, but the population does not 
increase. Since the suppression of the religious 
orders in 1833, their monasteries have been con- 
verted into parish churches ; but certainly the 
priests do not appear to be in excess. I walked about 
the streets for two days before seeing one. Such 
a fact as this may serve, when compared with the 
state of things in Naples, Rome, Bologna, Antwerp, 
Bruges, Cologne, or even Vienna, to illustrate the 
Catholicism of Portugal. 
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The lower classes in Lisbon can boast neither of 
good looks nor cleanliness; they are said to be 
somewhat lazy withal. Wine and spirit shops 
abound; but no man can say that drunkenness is a 
national vice, the liquors being weak, and the heat 
of the climate sometimes excessive. You seldom 
indeed meet a Portuguese, — to borrow a distinction 
from the loquacious laird of Tully Veolan, either 
“ ebrii orebrioli, intoxicated or half-seas over.” It 
is reserved for the inhabitants of a country claim- 
ing to be the most religious in the world, as Shak- 
speare says in Othello, “ to put an enemy in their 
mouths to steal away their brains, with joy, revel, 
pleasure and applause, to transform themselves 
into beasts ! ” 

Every house of any size in the city has its 
little garden, or rather grape-terrace, the vines 
being trained on trellis-work, and bearing loads of 
fruit. The produce from the country comes in on 
the backs of mules, in enormous panniers of plaited 
willows, between which the driver sits, urging on 
his burdened animal. I should like to transport 
one of the smart London “ whips ” to Lisbon, and 
show him a street cab in that antiquated capital, 
consisting of a rude, unwieldy vehicle, hung by 
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means of great leathern straps on two ponderous 
wheels. A little horse draws in the shafts, whilst 
a postilion rides another animal attached on the 
near side by traces to the conveyance. All the 
horses, whether in carriages, hackney coaches, or 
belonging to the military, are small, slight-boned, 
wiry beasts, of no great strength, but remarkable 
for their powers of endurance. 

The first question asked of a stranger in Lisbon 
is, “ Have you seen the aqueduct ? ” The citizens 
firmly believe that no such work has ever been 
erected since David cut down cedars in Lebanon 
to build the temple at Jerusalem. To doubt this 
is to incur the charge of heresy ; to suggest that 
the railway companies in Britain have constructed 
several bridges about twice as high and consider- 
ably longer, is to lay yourself open to a suspicion 
of attempting to impose upon your friends in less 
energetic countries. The water which supplies the 
city comes in a gallery or wide drain of stone, all 
the way from the Cintra hills, seventeen miles 
distant, and crosses the valley immediately ad- 
joining the reservoir on lofty arches, the wonder 
and boast of Portugal. I freely admit that such a 
work may well be deemed extraordinary by a 
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people who have not one single road in their terri- 
tory from the Minho to Cape St. Vincent. 

From the top of the great cistern, a fine view 
may be had of the surrounding country. We drove 
out there one evening to enjoy it. At our feet 
were the palaces of the Duke of Palmella and the 
Marquis of Viana, on our right the English' and 
Portuguese cemeteries and the handsome new 
regal abode above Belem, now building, but with 
little prospect of ever being completed ; behind it 
stretched a bare com country destitute of trees, 
hedges, or any green thing ; before us lay the city, 
bounded by the noble Tagus, with its fleet of mer- 
chant ships and men-of-war, and across its waters 
the plain of Alemtejo, conspicuous amongst whose 
hills rose the rocky crest of Palmella overlooking 
the sea-port of St. Ubes. The road between the 
water-works and the hospital, or charity school- 
like building where dwells Queen Maria, would 
be reckoned in England undeserving of the name ; 
an English coachman would not allow his horses 
to venture upon it; yet we had no alternative 
but to encounter its chasms in order to continue 
our drive to the bathing- village of Belem, the 
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evening resort of the pent-up shopkeepers. In its 
square stands a noble old church with vast con- 
ventual buildings attached, the same in which 
Vasco di Gama slept the night before he embarked 
on that famous voyage, which resulted in one of 
the most memorable discoveries in the annals of 
medieval Europe. 

I was agreeably surprised with the Portuguese 
soldiery, especially the light troops and the en- 
gineers. The regiments of the line wear white 
trowsers and dark-blue coats with yellow and 
light-blue facings ; the artillery have a darker 
uniform, with more ornament. Every man has his 
clothes made to fit him, consequently he looks 
smarter than the British private, whose regimentals 
are shaped to suit any one. The soldiers are 
beautifully clean in their attire, have generally 
speaking a good carriage, and can show weapons 
kept in unexceptionable order. If not invincible 
on the field of battle, they appear fine fellows on 
the parade ground. 

The women in Lisbon wear on their heads a 
plain muslin kerchief, folded in a three-cornered 
shape; many of the ladies have adopted the 
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Spanish mantilla. There is a great admixture of 
Moorish blood in the lower population, and the 
inhabitants of the suburbs have no enviable repu- 
tation for rectitude or morality. They require the 
presence of a strong police. In several parts of 
the city, and especially near our hotel, the ruins 
left standing by the fearful earthquake of 1755 
are visible, rising amongst the white houses to 
bear witness to the instability of all human things. 
These walls appear to be chiefly those of churches 
and convents, which have been permitted to re- 
main in the same desolate condition as that to 
which they were reduced by the rolling earth, 
while houses and shops have risen statelier than 
ever from the scene of the terrible catastrophe. 

The number of lottery offices in Lisbon, as in 
many other cities of southern Europe, arrests the 
attention of a traveller coming from a country 
where the demoralizing practice has been so long 
abolished. The shops of jewellers and money- 
changers alone appear to be more numerous. A 
person with delicate organs of hearing would not 
consider it a pleasant residence, for night and day 
the streets resound with cries of all descriptions 
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not, however, quite so shrill as those which startle 
the stranger rambling along the Strada Toledo of 
Naples. The gingling of the cabs, which rattle 
over the stones at top speed, certainly does not 
render these noises more melodious. In every part 
of the city the churches shut at an early hour, 
the people being by no means devotional in their 
habits. 

Very early one morning I was disturbed by the 
cannonading from the castle and the ships of war, 
in commemoration of the death of Don Pedro, 
Duke of Braganza. In the forenoon the queen, her 
nobles, and principal military officers attended, in 
the church of Santa Vicente, a high mass for the 
repose of the aforesaid illustrious individual’s soul. 
Notwithstanding a somewhat powerful sun, I 
stood for more than an hour -watching the picked 
troops who marched in by the great door to guard 
her majesty. There were companies from several 
regiments of the line, lancers, sharpshooters, artil- 
lerymen, engineers, marines, naval cadets, and 
national guards, all well-dressed good-looking men. 
A person accustomed to see the pomp and circum- 
stance of regal processions in the great capitals of 
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Europe would have been not a little surprised at 
the poverty-stricken spectacle afforded by the 
notables of Portugal, as they passed through 
Black-horse Square, on their return from this 
service. The queen herself, a coarse-looking over- 
grown woman, with an unpleasing but not ill- 
tempered face, drove along with her husband in a 
shabby carriage drawn by four horses, while the 
courtiers followed, nearly all seated in the rude 
cabriolets of the country. 

As a wife and mother, the royal lady sets an 
excellent example to her subjects; but a certain 
degree of hauteur in her manners, blended with a 
natural stubbornness of disposition, detracts very 
materially from her popularity. Her consort, a 
scion of the illustrious house of Saxe Coburg Gotha, 
seems to be better liked, and to enjoy the esteem 
even of his political opponents. 

On another occasion our party made an excur- 
sion to lunch at a villa about four miles up the 
river, belonging to a friend. The house stood on 
a height, overlooking on one hand the broad Tagus 
and the plain of Alemtejo, on the other a well- 
cultivated valley, covered with vegetable-gardens, 
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vineyards, and wheat-fields, shaded by olive-trees. 
The want of grass gave the country a very bare 
look, and in point of beauty, few or none of our 
forest trees would not be considered superior to the 
sombre olive. But what a change from cold Scot- 
land, to a climate where the grapes, figs, and 
peaches hung in clusters over the pathway,— w-here 
the labourer, even in the month of October, re- 
joiced in the slightest breeze to moderate the 
warmth of the atmosphere, — where the gigantic 
Indian corn showed its ripe clusters in the fields, 
and the aloe rose in full flower above every hedge 
by the roadside! IIow prosperous might this 
country become if inhabited by enterprising, and 
ruled by honest men; instead of those whom 
Bp-on stigmatises as — 

“ A nation swoln with ignorance and pride.” 

Then might the Tagus become once more celebrated 
as rolling over sands of gold. At present, what 
use do the Lusitanians make of this noble stream ? 
Not a canal have they attempted to construct 
around the rapids above Abrantes ; not a steamer 
plies on its waters, excepting a small one which 
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occasionally goes up part of the way to Santarem ; 
the greater portion of the province of Alemtejo is 
as flat as Lincolnshire, and yet no railroad has been 
made to develop the resources of the interior, and 
form a highway into Spain, by Evora and Badajos. 

Canals, steamers and railroads! What am 1 
writing about? Roads must first be made by 
Portugal before such works can be thought of. 
What a disgrace it is to the governors, past and 
present, of that fallen country, that even in this 
nineteenth century, — a century which has seen 
the old stage-coach abandoned in many lands for 
quicker means of communication, — which has wit- 
nessed an electric telegraph carried below the 
Straits of Dover, and the Pasha of Egypt proposing 
to lay down rails in the land of Goshen, — in an era 
of express trains hurrying from Berlin to Vienna, 
from Paris to Brussels, from London to Edinburgh, 
from St. Petersburg to Moscow, there is not a 
carriage-road between Lisbon and Oporto, nor in 
any province of the kingdom, excepting the short 
distance between the capital and Cintra ! As long 
as politics continues a profession, the nation which 
explored the Amazon and doubled the Cape of 
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Good Hope will remain a laughing-stock to civi- 
lized Europe. Until some wise and stern patriot 
arise to preach repentance to a set of avaricious 
courtiers, Portugal will never he improved. 

With a fertile soil, fine rivers, a delicious climate, 
abundance of timber, in fact every element of pro- 
sperity, this kingdom continues in a semi-harharou3 
state, behind every other European nation in agri- 
culture, and unable to support its reduced population 
of three and a half millions. Productions that re- 
quire little labour you find plentiful, such as oranges, 
vines, chestnuts, lemons, onions and garlic ; but 
drains, manures, tolerable ploughs, and other ap- 
pliances of an industrious race, may be said to be 
unknown. And even although great crops were 
raised, how could they be brought to market? 
Such an absence of principle marks the leading 
politicians, that as soon as a movement in the 
right direction is made by the government, the 
opposition make of it a handle to obtain office for 
themselves. If the latter, while in pow'er, propose 
to expend even a trifling sum in effecting some 
great national improvement, the former raise the 
cry of over taxation ; a crisis ensues, and all parties 
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forget the measure in the struggle for power, place, 
and pecuniary rewards. 

Were there a single question regarding which 
we would suppose that even the greedy politicians 
of Portugal would be unanimous, that question is, 
the necessity of making good roads throughout the 
provinces; at least of by their means connecting the 
cities of Lisbon, Oporto, Coimbra, Elvas and Setu- 
val. But strange to say, this very proposition has 
overthrown more than one ministry, and seems at 
present as far from being adopted as when Abu 
Ali and his Moors were overthrown by Don Alonzo 
on the plains of Ourique. 

However excellent a thing constitutional govern- 
ment may theoretically be, — however necessary for 
an intelligent, energetic, industrious population, — 
I much doubt whether it has proved a blessing to 
benighted Portugal. The people take no interest 
either in' the elections or the measures. They 
leave their charter as a plaything in the hands of 
court cliques and needy nobles, whose personal 
interests command a preference to the necessities 

of the state, — who, like the horseleech, continually 

* 

cry “ Give, give, give.” A love of intrigue and a 
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love of money characterise the advisers of Donna 
Maria, by whatever name they may call themselves ; 
when one man’s cup of dishonesty is full, another 
man assumes the reins, and he in his turn, laden 
with spoil, yields to some petty Pronunciamento 
headed by a spendthrift rival. 

These changes occur too frequently to excite 
much speculation ; the Lusitanians know nothing 
of a character like that so eloquently described by 
Pope, in his Prologue to Addison’s Cato, 

“ A brave man struggling in the storms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling state.’ 

The worth, though not the wisdom or enlighten- 
ment of the nation, many think, and with good 
show of reason, to be with Don Miguel, who, 
although himself a perjured tyrant, still commands 
the homage of certain classes, as the representative 
of olden times, Roman Catholic ascendency, and 
priestly power. 

All the crimes and cruelties which he committed 
from the date of his Lisbon proclamation in 1824, 
till Leiria surrendered ten years afterwards, have 
failed to convince thousands of Portuguese that he 
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would not rule better than the magnates of the 
present day. One can scarcely wonder at sucli a 
feeling, considering the sample which the people 
have had of constitutional government. 

The present political state of this unfortunate 
country amply attests the truth of a remark made 
by a recent writer: “Let the Humes and Montes- 
quieus, the Adam Smiths and Benthams, devise the 
most perfect schemes, there will always be plenty to 
do for the Chathams, the Mirabeaus, the Foxes and 
Cannings; for man is not a merely thinking being, 
he is also an active one ; prone to the adoption of 
habits, but subject to the domination of impulses. 
Government, in short, requires governors ; a self- 
evident truism, one might suppose, if the learned 
and ingenious had not given the world voluminous 
tomes treating the government of the human race 
as a mere matter of system.” 

Portugal cries aloud for a political saviour, an 
unflinching patriot, who, deaf to the cries of party 
and the whisperings of self-interest, could appeal 
to the nation for support, and take for his standard 
him whom Byron so powerfully describes in his 
Ode to Napoleon, as — 
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“The first, the last, the best, 

The Cincinnatus of the West, 

Whom envy dared not hate.” 

When I was in Portugal, Costa Cabral, Count 
of Thomar and leader of the Conservative party, 
held the reins, as chief minister of the crown. The 
Duke of Terceira, formerly well known as Villa 
Flor, commanded the forces, the Duke of Saldanha, 
the head of the Moderate party, having been dis- 
missed from that post. A third and more republican 
party exists in the Cortes, in addition to the still 
influential Miguelite faction. These extreme sec- 
tions have more than once met to spite the Queen’s 
favourite. The Junta of Oporto, which proclaimed 
war in 1846, and were defeated by Saldanha at 
Torres Vedras, consisted of the democratic party, 
abetted secretly by Don Miguel’s friends. Sa da 
Bandeira was their ruling spirit. They complained 
of the road-tax, the impost for coroners’ inquests, 
and the Queen choosing obnoxious ministers. This 
rebellion the English, French and Spanish govern- 
ments ended by signing a protocol in London, to 
the effect that the insurgents must lay down their 
arms, and that Donna Maria must dismiss her friend, 
Costa Cabral. These conditions were at the time 


Digitized by Google 



COSTA CABRAL. 


37 


fulfilled, but in 1849, that chief was again recalled 
to the royal councils, which he ruled till Saldanha’s 
successful revolution in 1851. My servant Antonio 
thought that there was only one manner in which 
this incessant squabbling could be remedied, and 
that was by recalling Don Miguel ; but then An- 
tonio was a furious partisan of that exiled prince, 
and swore dire vengeance against the cook of the 
Hotel, who professed liberal principles. These 
pugnacious worthies had occasionally to be turned 
out of doors, when their strife assumed a serious 
aspect. 

I cannot but think that the sudden abolition 
of the conventual orders by the constitutionalists 
of the Peninsula was an ill-advised measure. 
Without by any means disputing the statements, 
that “ monastic principles and institutions have 
counterbalanced all the temporal advantages of 
Christianity,”* and that “ the virtue of the monks, 
under the influence of a grovelling superstition, 
lost all its usefulness, t ” I venture to remark 
that these orders had their advantages in a land 

* Gibbon’s “ Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire," vol. ii. 
ohap. xv. 

f Hallam’s “ Middle Ages,” vol. ii. chap. ix. 
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situated like Portugal. One of tlie most profound 
writers of the present day, a man whose works 
stand the test of philosophical inquiry, has truth- 
fully alluded to these advantages in his unequalled 
“ Natural History of Enthusiasm.” They will 
readily occur to the mind of those who have care- 
fully studied Church History, and it would be out 
of place to discuss them here. 

That the evils produced by the monastic system 
have more than equalled any good which might have 
resulted from them, I admit ; but in destroying in- 
stitutions which had existed for so many hundred 
years, and which, right or wrong, a Urge portion of 
the people looked on with respect, every wise ruler 
would have exercised caution. Their immediate and 
hasty abolition was an act of political injustice, for 
most of the inmates had bought their fellowships, 
and were as much entitled to enjoy them, or an equi- 
valent, for life, as any officer of the crown to receive 
his pension. Had a law been passed to prevent the 
monasteries and convents from receiving accessions, 
in a very few years they would have ceased to 
exist ; the country would have been relieved from 
the incubus of an inactive, useless population, and 
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still no hardship would have been inflicted on any 
individual. The dislodged monks, as it is, have 
become pests to the nation. Unfitted for labour, 
they have fallen down into the substratum of 
society, wander about from place to place as 
beggars, and in some instances, it is said, have 
joined the bands of banditti which infest the 
Alemtejo. Such inconsiderate legislation generally 
injures a good cause. The miseries of these men 
may produce a revulsion in public feeling, and pro- 
mote the restoration of a system, which, however 
well adapted to the case of such divines as Basil 
of Cesarea, who retired from the world during the 
reign of Julian, has been condemned by the in- 
creasing intelligence of the age. If bare-footed 
friars again lift up their head in Portugal, the 
liberals may blame themselves, not the adherents 
of priestcraft. 

No man who feels an interest in human progress 
can visit this country without deploring its political 
degradation. Leaving the shores of England, in a 
few days he is transported from the enterprise of the 
nineteenth century to the semi-barbarism of the 
ninth; from a land of railroads and telegraphs, 
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steam-engines and printing-presses, to a land, once 
high in influence among the powers of Europe, 
but in which there is yet no road ! Description can 
scarcely convey to an enlightened inhabitant of a 
free country a true idea of the condition in which 
Portugal remains at the present day. Her soil 
uncultivated, her trade decaying, her people dis- 
contented and ignorant, her governors scrambling 
for influence and emolument, while the true end of 
government they neglect : without manufactories, 
without money, without an anchor to which to 
trust, she is drifting down the stream of time 
an abandoned wreck, though once, when better 
manned, she proudly breasted the billows. May we 
expect to see the dawning of a brighter future, or is 
Lusitania to proceed from one degree of desolation 
to another, till the vineyards of Estremadura and 
the palaces of Lisbon become the abodes of the 
wild boars and still wilder men which dwell in 
the mountains of Algarve and by the banks of the 
Guadiana? 
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Not a little to the surprise of friends who thought 
the plan impracticable, and although the mule- 
path or track along which the route lay resembled 
in many places the bed of a torrent, compared to 
which the stony fields were smooth as a race-course, 
our party resolved to adventure a journey to Torres 
Vedras in a carriage and four. After the usual 
amount of controversial discussion regarding the 
cost of such an extraordinary mode of conveyance, 
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a bargain was struck, and an hour fixed for start- 
ing next morning. About two hours subsequent 
to the time aforesaid, (for no power on earth can 
prevent the delays experienced by travellers in the 
south of Europe,) a rattling noise was heard in the 
street, and an apparition appeared before our hotel 
door, in the shape of an ornamented box, highly 
exalted by means of leathern straps on wheels, the 
workmanship of which would have astonished the 
denizens of Long Acre. I doubt if such a vehicle 
would not have been thought old-fashioned in the 
time of the Tudors. To draw this venerable rem- 
nant of the middle ages we had four wiry horses, 
guided by two tall postilions, in ponderous boots 
and sombreros. On the woodwork above the fore 
axle, holding on vigorously by ropes attached to 
the massive straps, sat Antonio, a loquacious fel- 
low, who had been an officer’s servant during the 
Peninsular War, and witnessed Waterloo, as well 
a3 Talavera, Salamanca, and Torres Vedras. But 
Don Miguel was the hero of his favourite stories. 
He lost no opportunity of declaring that the very 
existence, not to say the prosperity of Portugal, 
depended on the restoration of the usurper. 
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Having with difficulty clambered up into the in- 
terior of the so-called carriage, we started on our 
excursion, passing first through the dirty suburbs, 
and then between villas with lovely gardens, filled 
with vines, oranges, lemons, and figs, and shaded 
by taller trees from a powerful sun. To them suc- 
ceeded a valley, formerly the property of Don 
Miguel, and still displaying ruined houses and 
broken-down walls, the memorials of conflicts 
between his adherents and those of the present 
queen. Vegetables for the Lisbon market appeared 
to be the chief production of the soil, kidney beans 
predominating. This part of the country also 
produces Indian corn; a lofty reed, resembling that 
plant in appearance, but higher, and used for vine- 
supports, serving as a hedge to separate the fields. 
The hills looked very sombre, for nothing relieved 
the bare ground, from which the crops of wheat 
and barley had been reaped, but a few melancholy 
olives. 

The peasantry were clothed in the veriest rags, 
especially the men, whose appearance by no means 
prepossessed me. At a village where we stopped 
to give the horses a little bread, the blacksmith 
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was busy shoeing oxen, by nailing a flat piece of 
iron on each division of the hoof. These animals 
seemed to be used as the sole beasts of draught, 
horses, mules, and donkeys being employed for 
carrying burdens on their backs. The latter, 
conveying produce to the capital, thronged the 
road. 

At this village we left the cultivated district to 
cross bare gloomy hills, on a paved track, so rugged 
and full of dangerous holes, that our postilions 
frequently diverged from it to seek a smoother way 
over the fields. No words can convey to civilized 
ears any adequate idea of the execrable path, over 
which four hardy horses dragged our vehicle at the 
rate of two and three-quarter miles an hour to 
Torres Vedras. Sometimes we descended an in- 
clined plane, more like a timber-slide than anything 
else ; sometimes the horses scrambled like cats up 
a precipice; sometimes the wheels settled down 
into deep holes, out of which violent efforts were 
required to drag them, and at others we were jolted 
over huge boulders and shelves of rock, until every 
bone in our bodies ached. Many mule-paths in 
Switzerland are well made in comparison with this 
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high-road between Lisbon and Oporto. I would 
rather ride forty miles on the mountains of Scot- 
land than ten on the leading thoroughfare of Por- 
tugal. How Antonio managed to hold on, no man 
can tell. At the termination of the journey he 
complained of innumerable bruises. 

An excellent soil covers these hills, although 
they are stony and quite destitute of trees. When 
we passed the little gardens attached to cottars’ 
houses, the depth and richness of the earth sur- 
prised us. The principal crops seemed to be 
barley and Indian com, divided from each other by 
rude stone dykes ; but at this season of the year 
all was desolation, the grain having been long ago 
gathered in, and the stubble having withered in the 
ground. For several miles we saw few houses, 
and those few resembled the dwellings in the East, 
gloomy erections attended by a single fig-tree. At 
the highest point we had an extensive view over 
Estremadura and Alemtejo, with the silvery Tagus 
and the rugged hills of Cintra. A hazardous 
descent then conducted us into a valley studded 
with abodes of the peasantry, and green with figs 
and vines. Here we gave our horses a rest, whilst 
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we regaled ourselves with grapes, purple and green 
figs, and the bread of the country. 

The tops of all the neighbouring hills exhibited 
remains of those forts which so effectually checked 
Marshal Massena,' and saved the Portuguese ca- 
pital. Again mounting an elevated ridge, we looked 
down on well-cultivated dales, where the dark 
hue of the olives afforded a singular contrast to the 
beautiful green of the fir-trees, which they despoil 
of their leaves and branches, excepting a bunch at 
the top, in order to obtain fuel for the wine-boilers. 
The trees, therefore, in the distance, look like 
palms. 

Every elevated mound in Portugal has its wind- 
mill for grinding corn, rude buildings in themselves, 
but still giving a pleasant variety to the prospect. 

The Marquis d’Abrantes owns the greater part 
of the property in this vicinity ; but we passed 
a fine estate belonging to a private gentleman, and 
producing annually a thousand casks of wine. At 
sunset we missed our way, and had to retrace our 
footsteps to seek another path. And such a path ! 
It resembled exactly the bed of those Alpine tor- 
rents, which every spring sweep away portions of 
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roads over the Simplon, Splugen, and St.Gotliard. 
We had proceeded about a mile on this track, 
following the polestar as our guide, when a sudden 
stoppage, a volley of Portuguese oaths, and the 
rocking of the vehicle, warned us to get out with 
all possible expedition. One of the leaders had 
fallen, and lay quietly in a rut. The clamorous 
postilions seemed to have no idea of raising a 
horse in such a situation, but we managed to 
extricate him, and convey the carnage to something 
which looked more like the path than the one our 
drivers had chosen. 

Antonio now said that we must be quite close to 
Torres Vedras ; but at a wayside house we learned 
that four miles of the dreadful jolting had yet to be 
endured. The fact, I believe, was that the rascals 
had lost their way, and had been steeple-chasing 
over the country at random. Another hour passed 
tediously, and glad were we to see the light of a 
convent at the little town where our journey was to 
terminate. Had it not been for that kindly polar 
star, I question whether we should have reached 
our destination that night, although Torres Vedras 
is only twenty-eight miles distant from Lisbon ! 
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As it was, we took ten hours to accomplish the 
journey! Do the Portuguese know that they live 
in the nineteenth century ? 

At the entrance of the village we encountered 
a new difficulty, the streets being so narrow that 
our peculiar vehicle could scarcely be persuaded to 
turn the comers. Finally, however, we reached 
the door of a miserable hospedaria, or tavern, in 
the rooms of which muleteers, wrapped in their 
cloaks, lay buried in profound slumber, and greeted 
us with quite a chorus of snoring. The most 
unpleasant odours perfumed, and a few dirty chairs 
furnished the apartments ; but having discovered a 
chamber, the floor of which appeared to have been 
washed within a year, we expelled the sleepers, 
and took possession. Fresh eggs, the only com- 
modity to be had, served us for supper, and then we 
lay down for the night, wrapped in our rugs, beds 
being a luxury unknown to our entertainers. 

I spent the remaining hours of darkness very 
indifferently, for the dogs howled without, and tor- 
mentors of a smaller species assailed me within. 
Happily, morning soon broke, and we rose to 
inspect the castle, a Moorish ruin which overhangs 
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the town, and from which a line view may he ob- 
tained of those famous lines which the Duke of 
Wellington so stoutly held against Massena’s well- 
appointed army. 

The British commander’s head-quarters were at 
Fort Santa Vicente, crowning a hill above Torres 
Vedras, and forming one of the fortified positions 
which, connected with each other, constituted the 
first or outer line. A series of valleys intervene 
between them and the heights nearer Lisbon, on 
which stood the second chain of forts, and a wider 
plain separated them in their turn from the inner 
defences. Every schoolboy knows that the suc- 
cessful maintenance of this line of forts by the then 
Sir Arthur Wellesley, extending, as it did, from 
the Tagus to the sea, saved the Portuguese capital, 
and checked the progress of the French arms. 

In 1846 the village of Torres Vedras became 
again the scene of conflict, for there Saldanha 
encountered the troops acting under the orders of 
the Junta of Oporto. The streets are narrow, and 
given up to all manner of uncleanuess. Pigs grovel 
at every doorstep amidst filth indescribable. 

After breakfast we set out for Mafra, passing 
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through vineyards in which the husbandmen were 
busy plucking the grapes. These they transport 
to the presses in carts drawn by two oxen, and con- 
sisting of a large tub or vat fastened by sticks on a 
frame, which rests on wheels of solid wood, creaking 
at every revolution. To make ordinary wines, they 
mix the red and white grapes ; but to produce the 
better qualities, they use the latter alone. The 
coarser bunches of grapes are boiled in a caldron 
to extract the essence, which adds strength to the 
liquid when put into the vats. 

From the summit of the second lines, we enjoyed 
an extensive view of the fortifications, the heights 
above Cintra, the white houses of Torres Vedras, and 
the villages in the valleys near the Atlantic Ocean. 
This mountain side has been the scene of not a few 
robberies and murders. At night banditti still 
infest the path, the inequality of the ground 
and the absence of habitations favouring their 
designs. It has sometimes been remarked that 
brigands abound in wine-growing districts, where 
continuous industry is unnecessary. The people, 
having too much leisure on their hands, become 
lazy, take to gambling, and then resort to dishonest 
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practices to furnish them with the means of grati- 
fying that vice. A copper or two procured for us 
in the next valley as many ripe grapes as we could 
eat. Hedges of aloes separate the vineyards, and 
every now and then shoot up a tall treelike stem, 
crowned with a flower. 

At a small village on the succeeding rising 
ground, we visited a wine warehouse filled with 
casks of various years’ manufacture. At one end 
the workmen were boiling the worst grapes, and 
unloading the carts which conveyed the produce 
of the vineyards. At night they begin the process 
of pressing. Whilst we were inspecting the pre- 
mises, the master arrived and invited us to enter 
his “ palace.” This we declined, but he would not 
allow us to depart until we had tasted the newly- 
pressed juice, the fermenting wine of the previous 
year, and his best white wine of old manufacture. 
The wagons laden with grapes arrived one by one 
during our stay, driven by a man who walked 
before the oxen, guiding them with a goad or sharp- 
pointed stick. The grapes were thrown from the 
carts with pitchforks, in the same manner as we 
in England unload a wagon of hay. 
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Four miles before reaching Mafia, we came 
to a wall fifteen miles in circumference, which 
surrounds the royal hunting-ground attached to 
that palace. A short distance beyond, the leaders 
broke the bar attaching them to the pole of the 
carriage ; so we got out and walked to the village, 
built on the top of a hill, and in front of an 
enormous edifice with three lofty towers, and con- 
sisting of a church, several quadrangles formerly 
tenanted by three hundred Franciscan monks, and 
a palace now empty and rapidly falling into decay. 
The suite of rooms behind serve as a barrack and 
a military school. This vast building presents an 
aspect of desolation quite overwhelming. The 
wind whistles through the doorless entrance, piles 
of wood lumber the spacious courts, the rain from 
the Atlantic pours in at the broken windows, and 
spirits write “ Mene, mene, tekel,” on every deserted 
wall, reminding one of Hannah More’s lines on 
Babylon : — 

“ While Desolation, snatching from the hand 
Of Time the scythe of ruin, sits aloft, 

Or stalks in dreadful majesty abroad.” 

We wandered through suites of rooms, either unfur- 
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nished or containing chairs and tables scarcely 
good enough for a second-rate English pawnshop. 

Yet the Queen had resided in them for four weeks, 
a very short time previous to our visit. The 
church, w'hich various writers admire, appeared 
to me a heavy building, more like a vast marble 
tomb. The weight above seems as if about to 
crush the pillars and arches. The chief object 
of attraction at Mafxa is the library, containing an 
extraordinary number of books in all languages, 
chiefly on church matters, but also historical, legal, 
philosophical, poetical, and connected with miscel- 
laneous literature. The volumes are handsomely 
bound and remarkably well arranged. 

Having attempted to dine on a fowl which had 
been killed since our arrival, we started for Cintra, 
passing first through the royal park and then over 
a much better road than we had hitherto travelled 
upon. They have taken up the stones and are « 
macadamising it. Yet, strange to say, our pos- 
tilions pronounced it worse than the execrable 
track we had been before pursuing. Can we feel 
surprised that Childe Harold should indignantly 
ask, why “ Nature has wasted her wonders on such 
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men ?” Shortly before our arrival darkness closed 
around us, and our leading postilion lit a flaming 
torch, which he held aloft to show the path to 
Cintra. 

When I awoke next morning I found myself in 
a room commanding a splendid prospect, — two 
windows looking towards Mafia and the sea, a 
third towards the summit of the wooded hill, on 
the side of which stands the Portuguese paradise. 
Borrow designates Cintra “ an enchanted region 
it would be beautiful in any country — no wonder 
then that it is so much thought of in bare, 
unwooded, sunburnt Portugal. Around it you see 
nothing excepting brown fields, without tree or 
green blade ; but Cintra i3 buried in foliage, rich 
in picturesque objects, and surmounted by preci- 
pitous crags, on the loftiest of which the La Pena 
convent, now a royal abode, affords a beacon to 
vessels far off on the wide Atlantic. 

The remains of a Moorish castle crown the 
height next in point of elevation, while every 
eminence on the hill-side below has its palace, 
the summer resorts of the Portuguese nobility. 
Thither they escape from dust, heat, and bumt-up 
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fields, to enjoy shady groves and the breezes from the 
ocean. Lord Byron, in his correspondence, says 
that Cintra “ unites all the wildness of the western 
highlands with the verdure of the south of France.” 
Every lover of poetry recollects his beautiful 
description of the scenery in the first canto of 
Childe Harold. 

The village itself contains about one thousand 
inhabitants, the ugly palace of the Queen occupy- 
ing the rocky eminence which rises in the midst 
of it. The day following our arrival the ladies 
procured donkeys and the gentlemen mules, for an 
excursion in the neighbourhood. Climbing the 
heights immediately above the houses, we crossed 
a rugged mountainous region to the mouth of the 
Tagus, the animals choosing their steps with re- 
markable foresight and care, yet progressing at 
a sharp pace. A lad ran alongside to goad the 
lazy ones. So easy was the motion that I wrote 
in my note-book while riding. We first stopped 
to inspect the remains of a convent, built entirely 
of cork wood in a cleft of the rocks, a curious relic 
of the monkish age, “ where St Honorius dug his 
den.” 
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Then we descended in the direction of the sea, 
passing several populous villages, the inhabitants 
of which were busily employed in packing unripe 
lemons for exportation. The fruit was quite green, 
although it comes out of the boxes yellow. Others 
worked among heaps of grape refuse, separating 
the seeds, -which they give to the pigs, from the 
husks, which the oxen consume. The vineyards 
and gardens are protected from the cold biting 
winds by hedges of the reed before mentioned, 
which grows to a great height above all other 
shrubs. 

Along a path which even a Scotch Highlander 
would have pronounced impassable, we proceeded 
to the sea-shore, — a bold coast of perpendicular 
cliffs, on which the breakers roared in fury, and 
broke in hills of foam. Travellers usually here 
witness a very dangerous and stupid feat; we had of 
course likewise to submit to the ordeal. Three 
men descended the rocks at a point where they 
slightly shelve, in order to prove to us how like 
cats habit has rendered them, and to claim a reward 
for such a display of intrepidity. 

Returning through orchards, laden with apples, 
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pears, lemons, oranges, and other fruits, we stopped 
at the little town of Colhares, to drink at the 
hospedaria a glass of the excellent wine which 
bears its name. It resembles claret, but has a 
fuller body. Few rides in the Peninsula are more 
beautiful than this. Between rows of fruit-trees, 
looking down on a smiling valley, and meeting 
groups of peasants returning with their empty 
panniers, you at one time scramble down a ravine, 
at another canter along the hill-side, enjoying the 
unusual exercise and scenery. How it would have 
amused friends at home, could some Paduan 
Doctor have for their benefit reproduced our caval- 
cade in an Aunt Margaret’s mirror ! 

In a forest of cork-trees and arbutus, on an 
eminence dividing into two parts a wild dingle, 
stand the desolated ruins of Montserrat, a castel- 
lated edifice, built by Mr. Beckford, the eccentric 
author of “ Vathek.” Here once that spoiled child 
of fortune “ schemed his plans of pleasure,” but 
now “ the fairy dwelling is lone,” and 

“ giant weeds a passage scarce allow 
To halls deserted, portals gaping wide." 

The path between this house and Cintra is, per- 
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haps, the most picturesque in Portugal, leading 
over a wooded hill amidst rocks, ravines, and 
gardens, above which rise the ruins of the Moorish 
f ort. 

On Sunday morning I sauntered into the village, 
but found the church shut, the market-place being 
full of people buying and selling fruit and vege- 
tables. 

1 do not recollect ever having seen a more 
romantic object than the building which crowns 
the highest of those pointed hills between the plain 
of Mafia and the Tagus. It was built for the 
monks of the Jeronymite convent at Belem, by 
King Emmanuel, on the rock which he had often 
ascended to see if he could descry the returning 
fleet of Yaseo di Gama, and from which he did, in 
fact, discover it. When the monastic orders were 
abolished, it became private property, but the 
King-Consort purchased it, and is restoring it with 
great taste in the Moorish style. It has numerous 
turrets, several moresco courts, columns of mosaic 
work, and a lofty tower, the view from which can 
scarcely be described. 

Beneath our feet was the castle, its grounds 
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adorned with gardens, woods, sheets of water, and 
well laid out walks; towards the west the hills 
ended at the cliffs on which roll the Atlantic 
surges, and Colhares appeared in the foreground, 
with its vineyards and orche^ds ; northwards rose 
the towers of Mafra and the heights of Torres 
Vedras, with Mont Junta in the distance; on 
the east we could see the suburbs of Lisbon, the 
silvery river, and the plain of Alemtejo; while 
towards the south lighthouses and breakers indi- 
cated the mouth of the Tagus, the rocky hill of 
Palmella bounding the prospect. 

I felt loth to leave such a splendid observatory, 
even to inspect the other parts of the castle. A 
smooth carriage-road, winding in graceful sweeps 
up the valley, leads to the principal entrance, over 
which a gigantic human figure supporting a vine 
has been exquisitely sculptured in stone. Govern- 
ment has surrounded this hill, and that occupied 
by the Moorish ruin, by a wall, with numerous 
turrets, having an excellent effect, and laid out the 
sides of both eminences as pleasure-grounds, where 
the huge rocks, left as nature placed them, contrast 
beautifully with the flowers of the geranium groves, 
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the bright arbutus berries, the graceful green leaves 
of the acacia and sensitive plant, and the bushy 
firs. Walks wind round the heights to various 
points of view, and stone benches, each one having 
a name, enable the visitor to enjoy at his leisure 
this charming paradise. One could for hours 
saunter there amidst the geraniums and myrtles, 
meditating on the glories of that Nature which 
Ilervey says “ is a book, and rich with sacred hints 
on every page.” 

The winds rose and the clouds descended as I 
left my seat among the rocks, and scarcely had I 
reached the village, when the mists shrouded these 
uplifted gardens from mortal gaze. 

Before leaving Cintra, we had another ride on 
the mules and donkeys ; the former, as I can testify, 
very much addicted to kicking. Descending the 
hill on which the village is perched like an eagle’s 
nest, by a precipitous path, we crossed the valley, 
and turning to the left, rode along the treeless 
ridge, until we entered the oasis of orchards where 
Colhares is embowered. On this route, we had 
ever-changing views of the graceful woods and 
pinnacles of rock which charm the Portuguese, 
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of La Pena and the Moorish castle towering above 
them, of the melancholy walls of Montserrat, the 
palace of the Duke de Cadaval, and the stately 
quinta, where Goa’s viceroy, old John de Castro, 
spent his latter years. Near these mansions stands 
the villa formerly belonging to the Marquis of 
Marialva, now to the Duke of Terceira, where half 
the world believed that Sir Hew Dalrimple and 
Marshal Junot signed the well-known “Convention 
of Cintra,” until Napier, in his admirable History 
of the Peninsular War, exposed the misrepresen- 
tation. 

When travelling in the country districts of 
Portugal, one finds out the reason why jewellers’ 
shops are so numerous in the capital. The common 
people passionately love ornament and gaudy 
clothing; every peasant woman possesses a gold 
chain and several trinkets, which she treasures up 
with great care, knowing that they can be turned 
to account in an evil day. These valuables she 
never washes, lest the weight of the metal be 
diminished. The highest ambition of a damsel is 
to possess a gold chain and a cloak or capote- 
a-lengo. For the latter she pays about three 
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pounds sterling, and she makes it serve for four 
years. 

The Portuguese appeared to me a polite people ; 
not only polite in the French acceptation of the 
term, willing to how, grimace, and lift their hats, 
hut really considerate and well-hred. They would 
scorn to show that selfishness which animates their 
Gallic neighbours, and which can easily he disco- 
vered in the midst of all their fine speeches. One 
experiences in the Peninsula none of that staring 
at ladies, smoking tobacco in their faces, and un- 
accommodating behaviour which makes travelling 
in France so disagreeable. The Portuguese have 
not as yet discovered the truth of the remark made 
by Joseph Surface in the School for Scandal: 
“The silver ore of pure charity is an expensive 
article in the catalogue of man’s good qualities; 
whereas the sentimental French plate I use instead 
of it, makes just as good a show, and pays no 
tax.” 

The postboy who drove us from Cintra to Lisbon 
made us feel rather uneasy, for he rolled on his 
saddle as if he had no power over either himself or 
his horses. We were never able to ascertain 
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whether he was drank, insane, or only intolerably 
lazy. However he brought us safely to the ter- 
mination of the journey, having done no further 
damage than capsizing an old woman and her 
donkey ; so we charitably concluded that he was 
unwell. 

The road between the two places passes through 
a bare, undulating country, well cultivated, and 
abounding in windmills. It is amply provided 
with hospedarias for the refreshment of man and 
beast. At the first one where we stopped to bait 
our horses, I counted twenty-six beggars around 
the carnage together. 

The Gallegos, or natives of Gallicia, are to the 
inhabitants of Lisbon what the Irish are to the 
English, what the Gibeonites were to the children 
of Israel, — their “ hewers of wood and drawers of 
water;” their porters, house-servants, and drudges, 
performing all the hard work of the capital. One 
of their chief occupations is to carry water from 
the numerous fountains. They use for this pur- 
pose small barrels, rows of which you see at every 
public well. The shrill cry of “Agoa,” may be 
heard in all the thoroughfares. 
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I was struck with the wide-spread infusion of 
Negro blood into the population of Lisbon. In 
the evenings, when the people look out of their 
windows, I saw in every street some face either 
black or blackish, and mulatto dandies appeared to 
me nearly as common as cats without tails. 

One day, after our return, we sailed across the 
Tagus to Cacilhas, the village in Alemtejo, oppo- 
site the city. The landing-place has been called 
“ Jackass Bay ” by the English sailors, from the 
crowd of donkeys and boys, clamorous for em- 
ployment, which beset strangers arriving there. 
Mounted on stout asses, we rode up to the tele- 
graph station, from which w T e had a most splendid 
panoramic view of “Old Lisboa.” On our left 
was the mouth of the river with its lighthouses, 
the breakers whitening the bar; then came the 
village, bay, and castle of Belem, above it the 
half-finished palace of Ajuda, and in the distance 
the La Pena convent crowning the Cintra hills. 
Before us the city extended its long line of white 
houses and red roofs, conspicuous amongst which 
appeared the Estrella church, the Palace, the Castle 
of St. George, the Cathedral, the church of St. 


Digitized by Google 



ENGLISH SAILORS. 


65 


Vincent, and the custom-house, off which last 
edifice hundreds of vessels lay at anchor. Further 
east the Tagus seemed to expand into a vast 
inland lake, and on our right, as far as the eye 
could reach, stretched the woods of Alemtejo, 
two picturesque bights of the river giving cheer- 
fulness to the foreground of the landscape. The 
day being clear and warm, we remained for a long 
time enjoying this fine prospect, and watching 
the little boats which threaded their way among 
the ships of war below us. It was with reluctance 
that we turned our donkeys’ heads towards the 
landing-place. 

Wearied of wandering about the hot streets of 
the city, we got a boat and went out to see the 
“ warlike world within ” the British Iine-of-battle 
ship Prince Regent, bearing the flag of Commo- 
dore Martin, — a most agreeable manner of spend- 
ing an idle forenoon. 

The sailors of our fleet have acquired for them- 
selves an unenviable reputation in Lisbon. They 
never go ashore without making a disturbance, 
very often a serious one. So well known is their 
propensity for strong drink, that they are syste- 
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matically drugged and then robbed by the “ land- 
sharks.” I saw a band of them trying to sell their 
shoes for liquor, in Don Pedro-square. Their 
drunkenness and brawling have impressed the 
Portuguese most unfavourably, in regard to the 
English nation. Surely something can and ought 
to be done by the officers to check an evil which 
has brought such discredit upon our country ! 
When boat-loads of men come alongside the ships 
in the last stage of intoxication, some notice, I 
think, might be taken of the offence, and some 
means employed to prevent its recurrence. 

We returned on shore in the “barge,” and had 
scarcely reached our hotel, when a regular Scotch 
mist set in, which obscured the blue sky of the 
morning, and falling in a drizzling rain, made the 
Tagus look as uninviting as the Tay, although so 
much nearer the equator. 

Next morning we embarked for Cadiz, on board 
the British mail steamer Iberia, which had had a 
very stormy passage across the Bay of Biscay, and 
arrived later than usual. Fever of a suspicious 
kind having broken out at Oporto, the authorities 
hesitated for two hours before giving us a clean 
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bill of health, although the packet had not called 
at that place. For once, however, they acted with 
some degree of intelligence, an unusual thing for 
such functionaries in Southern Europe; so we 
weighed anchor and bade adieu to a city where 
we had been hospitably entertained, and of which 
I have many pleasant recollections. 

Having crossed the bar, we found the wind fair, 
but the roll of the ocean soon drove me down 
below. We passed Cape St. Vincent at midnight, 
and at two o’clock came in sight of 

“ Fair Cadiz, rising o’er the dark blue sea.” 

As we approached its beautiful white houses, I 
almost fancied myself again gazing from the Lido’s 
sands on Venice, the bride of the ocean. The city 
stands on a narrow neck of land, protecting the 
bay from the Atlantic. I cannot take leave of the 
creaking iberia, without observing that if that 
Vessel is during all her voyages as ill-provided and 
uncomfortable as the passengers on board agreed 
she then was, the Directors of the Peninsular and 
Oriental Company had better look to their repu- 
tation. 
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CADIZ — ITS SITUATION AND APPEARANCE — THE BEAUTIFUL OADI- 
TANAS — THE ALAMEDA AT SUNSET — PUERTO SANTA MARIA — 
BANKS OF THE GUADALETE — XEREZ DE LA FRONTERA — THE 
“BODEGAS,” OR WINE MAGAZINES — MANUFACTURE OF SHERRY 
— DEMAND FOR IT EXCEEDS THE SUPPLY — DESCRIPTION OF THE 
COUNTRY BETWEEN XEREZ AND SAN LUCAR — INTENSE HEAT — 
STEAMER ON THE GUADALQUIVER — THE MIRAGE — AGRICULTURE 
ON THE BANKS OF THE RIVER — HERDS OF CATTLE — APPROACH 
TO SEVILLE — THE FONDA DE LA REYNA — THE CATHEDRAL — 

MAGNIFICENCE OF THE INTERIOR THE ORGAN — POWER OF 

MUSIC — PICTURE OF “ THE GUARDIAN ANGEL” — THE ALCAZAR, 
OR ANCIENT PALACE OF THE MOORISH KINGS — SPANISH ART — 

murillo’s paintings — his “moses striking the rock” and 

“ST. THOMAS RELIEVING BEGGARS" — REMARKS ON HIS GENIUS 

Cadiz, the principal, and for years almost the 
only sea-port of Spain, is perhaps the oldest city 
in Europe, haying been founded by the Phoenicians 
eleven hundred years before Christ. The discovery 
of America raised it at once to opulence and power. 
Now its trade languishes, for the wine-merchants 
have begun to ship their cargoes direct from Puerto 
Maria and San Lucar, while many wealthy families 
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have removed to enjoy the better society of Seville. 
Ever since Spain lost her transatlantic colonies, 
the prosperity of this city has been on the wane ; 
situated like Venice, like Venice she has been 
shorn of her pristine glory. But although said to 
have been the site of a temple dedicated to Hercules 
long before profane history began, no city in the 
Peninsula looks more modem than Cadiz. 

Walking along its narrow but well-paved and 
regularly-built streets, you look up to a strip of 
blue sky, in some places scarcely visible, on account 
of balconies and projecting windows, all painted 
green, so as to form a pretty contrast to the white 
facades of the houses. Every large mansion has, 
too, its turret or observatory, where may be some- 
times seen peeping from among the folds of a man- 
tilla, those Andalucian eyes, which, like the ring in 
Orlando Furioso, dazzle and enchant the observer. 

Excepting in some suburban alleys, the city is 
remarkable for its cleanliness ; along even the chief 
thoroughfares the Gaditanas may trip it in then- 
ball dresses. “ The town is built,” says a recent 
writer, “ as if for the celebration of a continued 
carnival.” 
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For the energetic measures which he took in 
1785 to improve and beautify the place, the citi- 
zens have to thank Governor O’Reilly. The streets 
open into neat squares. That of the Constitution, 
at eight o’clock in the evening, — the fashionable 
hour of promenade, — displays such a procession 
of handsome women, as few towns in Europe can 
boast of. 

Our hotel stood at one end of the Alameda, or 
public walk, on the northern ramparts, command- 
ing a fine view of the bay, the towns of Rota 
and Puerto Santa Maria on the opposite shore, 
and the fishing-boats returning from the Atlantic. 
The deep blue sea, green trees and houses of 
spotless white, reminded me strongly of Genoa 
and Naples. The ramparts extend quite round 
the city, affording a strong defence in case of war, 
and a pleasant walk in times of peace. The whole 
day long you find them covered with anglers, 
disputing with legions of gulls for the “salmonete ” 
or red mullet, a delicious fish caught under the 
walls. 

A line of what might be rendered impregnable 
fortifications defend Cadiz on the side of the narrow 
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sandy peninsula connecting it with the mainland. 
Beyond them a carriage-drive and public walk 
lead to the imposing church of San Josfc, which 
has a pleasing effect amid the trees and shrub- 
bery. 

It will be long before I forget the lovely faces 
and still more striking figures which I saw in the 
churches on Sunday mornings, dressed in the 
black lace scarf, or mantilla, the national substitute 
for bonnets. It would be difficult indeed for a 
stranger in such dangerous company to look 
steadily towards the altar. The common men 
wear handsomely embroidered jackets, narrow 
trowsers, with frequently leather gaiters laced up 
the side, and sombreros, or circular hats, with two 
bows or nobs, somewhat like our English “ wide- 
awakes.” The higher classes dress their children 
very fantastically in the Parisian fashion. 

On the western ramparts stands an immense 
yellow poor-house, — Casa di Misericordia, — the 
same in which the Duke of Wellington was enter- 
tained after his victory at Salamanca. Here a nar- 
row ledge of rocks stretches out into the sea, 
having at its furthest point the lighthouse of St. 
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Sebastian, 172 feet high. This breakwater saved 
Cadiz in 1755 from the wave caused by the great 
earthquake which laid Lisbon in ruins. The 
rocks rise highest on the southern side of the city, 
where stand the chapel and hospital of Santa Cata- 
lina, embowered among palm-trees. I can scarcely 
concur in the sweeping censure which some 
writers have bestowed on the new cathedral, a 
massive building in the semi-moorish style, which 
the present bishop is completing at his own ex- 
pense. Overloaded with ornament it may be, but 
surely most Italian churches are heavier and not 
so well proportioned. A walk towards the main- 
land exposed to us the disabled guns and tottering 
walls, which a scanty guard pretend to garrison. 

In one of the streets a jolly fat miller showed us 
his mules employed in grinding corn by bruising 
it with a large stone. The animals went round in 
a circle, turning the wheel on its axis. We were 
shown the flour in different stages of refinement. 
The bread in Cadiz is excellent, but the water 
dreadfully bad. At certain seasons, the desolating 
sirocco wind renders the place undesirable for the 
residence of invalids. Every visitor, at least every 
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one who loves to gaze on Murillo’s matchless 
pictures, must go to the chapel of Santa Catalina, 
to see the last work of that great painter, while 
occupied on which he fell from the scaffolding 
and received injuries which proved fatal. 

At sunset too you must mingle with the multi- 
tudes who assemble on the Alameda — “ tomar al 
fresco,” listening to martial music, and meeting 
friends. It was a lovely evening when I first saw 
this gay scene, and nothing could be finer than the 
effects of the setting rays on the distant and pictu- 
resque mountains of Honda, the blue waters of the 
bay, and the white houses. Every object seemed 
lighted up with an unearthly radiance — 

“ Parting day 

Died like the dolphin, whom each pang imbues 
With a new colour, as it gasps away.” 

Then, there was the hum of voices, while dark- 
eyed beauties shrouded in mantillas flitted past, 
mingling with the crowd of smart gentlemen in 
nankeen trousers, peasants with their embroidered 
jackets, and officers of Queen Isabella in blue and 
gold. Merrily laughed this fairy throng till “ the 
halcyon glow ” gave place to that grey light which 
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lasts but a moment, before darkness covers the 
earth, and heaven instantaneously appears resplen- 
dent with ten thousand twinkling luminaries. In 
these climes, there is no “ pensive Twilight,” whom 
Rogers has, in one of the finest passages in English 
poetry, described as seated in her “ dusky car,” 
and coming “ slowly on to meet the star of 
evening.” 

A little steamer plies, between Cadiz and Puerto 
Santa Maria. I found it crowded with passengers, 
while the captain, a man of enormous bulk, sat on 
the gangway of the paddle-box, smoking his cigar 
and issuing his orders without seeming to move, 
and apparently acting as ballast to preserve the 
equilibrium of liis tiny vessel. A breeze materially 
increased the speed with which we crossed the 
bay, and the afternoon being clear, we enjoyed a 
beautiful view of the Ronda Mountains, and the 
numerous villages in the neighbourhood. The 
uproar caused by our appearance on landing may 
be imagined but scarcely described. In vain did 
we endeavour to drive away a crowd of men and 
boys, who, in their desire to secure our patronage 
for their “ caiesas,” seemed about to cut us up into 
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infinitesimal portions. Remonstrance, vitupera- 
tion, entreaty, threats — all were thrown away on 
the clamorous scoundrels. A dogged silence on 
our part at length wearied the assailants, and hav- 
ing procured conveyances, we set out for Xerez 
de la Frontera. Puerto contains twenty-five thou- 
sand inhabitants, being now the principal place for 
the exportation of sherry wines. It stands on a 
point of land at the confluence with the sea of the 
river Guadalete, over which a somewhat inelegant 
suspension bridge has been thrown. From this 
stream Cadiz derives its supply of water at a cost of 
25,000?. sterling per annum. 

After jolting fox a mile along a bad road, we 
left the highway and turned to the left across a 
rocky hill, where there were scarcely any vestiges 
of a path. From the top of tins rising ground, we 
beheld the city of sherry, on an eminence before 
us, while in the other direction we commanded a 
prospect of Andalucia’s sea-port, its bay and 
shipping. 

We trod on classic ground, for there on the 
banks of the Guadalete, Tarik and his Saracens 
vanquished King Roderick, and ended the Gothic 
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monarchy of Spain. Deserted by the traitor 
Julian, the Christian army fled before the last 
charge of the Mussulmans, leaving their leader to 
consult his safety by flight, and finally to perish 
in the waters of the Guadalquiver.* 

The country between us and the city presented 
a singular appearance, being undulating like the 
sea in a swell, quite destitute of trees, but dotted 
over with white houses. The soil, consisting of a 
deep red loam, is cultivated, although there are no 
enclosures. Prom the top of the hill, we drove 
along a track across the fields, diverging to the 
right or left as the ground suited us. Sometimes 
our horses trotted briskly, at others they picked 
their steps with great care in what seemed a stony 
watercourse. Darkness closed around us as we 
entered the picturesquely situated town of Xerez, 
and drove on its wide handsome streets to the 
Fonda of St. Dionysius in the great square, a truly 
Spanish abode, the walls of its public rooms hung 
round with representations of scriptural scenes. 
Here we got very tolerable meals, and the ac- 

* Gibbon’s “ Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire,” vol. vi. 
p. 478 
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commodation, barring a few bad odours, was better 
than we expected to find it. 

Xerez de la Frontera is a large town, with 
several imposing churches and spires, situated on 
a height, and surrounded by an old crenated 
Moorish wall. Conspicuous above its houses rises 
the Carthusian convent, now desolate and forsaken. 
Former writers have described its streets as nar- 
row, ill-built, and unclean. Either they have 
written incorrectly, or a great change has recently 
taken place, for I found neither filth nor irregu- 
larity. On the contrary, several of the thorough- 
fares struck me as more elegant than those of 
Spanish towns in general. The mansions of the 
sherry merchants stand chiefly in the suburbs, 
close to their “ bodegas,” or wine magazines. The 
houses in the town, as well as those in the vine- 
yards, are whitewashed every two years, and 
therefore present a very neat aspect. 

An Aberdeenshire family of Gordons have for a 
century occupied the principal place among the 
mercantile princes of this city. We were by them 
kindly received, and shown over their vast esta- 
blishment, adjoining the Alameda and Plaza de 
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Toros, and of the same length as the cathedral at 
Seville. The “ bodegas,” where the sherry is 
stored in casks, piled one above another, are 
immense warehouses, resembling a good deal the 
sheds under which they build men-of-war in the 
dockyards, but of course more substantial, and 
better enclosed. We tasted a most delicious dark 
and sweet sherry, called “ Pajarete,” as well as 
the light coloured Amontillado, both old and new, 
the latter more bitter and not so palateable as that 
which had been kept for some time. This wine is 
pale in colour, and bitter to the taste, because made 
of unripe grapes. They produce the darkest 
sherry by fermenting the husks along with the 
juice of the grapes. 

Numerous windows admit a free circulation of 
air to the magazines, some of which contain 4,000 
butts, for exportation to all parts of the world. 

Sherry is quite an artificial wine, made by mix- 
ing the produce of different kinds of vines, — sweet 
with bitter, red with white, branched with compa- 
ratively pure. Every merchant has some casks of 
famous old wine, with which to flavour his stock. 
They do not keep the vintages distinct from each 
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other, every cask being composed of a mixture. 

The wine is collected from the neighbouring 
vineyards; but some of the exporters alBo them- 
selves are vine-growers. 

The Spaniards do not drink Bherry, They 
pronounce it too strong and dear ; but they use 
large quantities of a weaker and very bitter pale 
wine, grown round San Lucar, and called “ Man- 
zanilla.” I really cannot agree with those who 
maintain it to be so delicious. The demand for 
sherry is increasing, new markets having been 
lately opened up for it, especially in the British 
colonies; but owing to want of roads, the mer- 
chants, who are chiefly of French and Scotch 
extraction, experience great difficulty in adding 
proportionably to the supply. 

There is no highway from Xerez to the Guadal- 
quiver; but a track has been formed across the 
fields by mules, donkeys, and calesas, and lias 
acquired rather an unenviable reputation for rob- 
beries. It passes between extensive vineyards, * 
protected from rains and thieves by embankments 
of mud and thick hedges of the prickly pear. 

We met multitudes of carts drawn by oxen, and 
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containing barrels of wine for the bodegas in the 
city. The winter torrents seem, to judge from the 
chasms in the road, to devastate the country. The 
morning on which we started was cloudless, and 
soon be^me excessively warm. At midday we 
could scarcely bear the intensity of the rays — 

“ It seem’d 

As if the air had fainted, and the pulBe 
Of Nature had run down and ceased to beat.” 

Andalucia’s “sun was up in the clear heaven, 
and every beam was heat.” What a glorious blue 
sky was our canopy that day! Everything bore 
•the marks of such weather having prevailed for 
many a week before ; not a blade of green grass, 
not a brook of water, not a leafy tree did we en- 
counter. The landscape can best be described 
by a verse from one of the satires of Ariosto : — 

“ Una stagion fu gia, che si il terreno 
Arse, ch’l sol di nuovo a Faetonte 
De’ suoi corsier parea aver dato il freno : 

Secco ogni pozzo, secco era ogni fonte, 

Gli stagni, i rioi, e i fiumi pih famosi, 

Tutti passar si potean senza ponte.” 

Crossing a ridge of sandy hillocks, we traversed 
a wood of pines, and stopped at Bonanza on the 


Digitized by Google 



THE GUADALQUIVER. 


81 


Guadalquiver, a village consisting of an enormous, 
and now unused custom-house, with a few minor 
buildings, and acting in the capacity of port to the 
town of San Lucar, two miles further down the 
river, where they export the inferior sherries. 

Here we waited half an hour under a burning 
sun, until the steamer Adriano touched at the quay 
on her voyage from Cadiz. Another quarter of an 
hour was spent in putting on board furniture 
belonging to the Duke of Montpensier, who had 
been at sea-bathing quarters. This done, we 
started on our trip up the muddy and uninteresting 
Guadalquiver, a river which indeed owes much to 
romance, its banks being as flat as those of the 
Zuyder Zee, and for miles displaying only marshy, 
flooded pastures, a few olives, and herds of oxen. 
At a distance the Ronda mountains rise, as it were, 
out of the sea, the low intervening land being in- 
visible. These hills sometimes looked exactly like 
clouds, and more than once during our passage we 
witnessed the “ mirage.” Lakes appeared and 
disappeared, and cattle feeding in the fields seemed 
to be standing up to their knees in clear water, 
till a nearer view dissipated the delusion. 
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So muddy is the river, as at several places to 
resemble sandbanks. Never have I seen such 
immense herds of cattle and horses as feed on 
its banks. To obtain shade, the latter form a 
circle, with their heads in the middle. These 
droves belong to farmers paying rent to the noble 
owners of the soil. They procure the best pasture 
in winter after the rains. 

In Andalucia the people thresh the corn imme- 
diately subsequent to the harvest, and convey it to 
the towns to be sold or stored. None remains on 
the fields, which consequently in autumn, from 
the absence both of trees and grass, have a most 
desolate appearance. No hay is made in the pro- 
vince of Seville, They feed the cattle, which are 
very lean, on broken straw. The farmers rely 
chiefly on their olive oil ; garlic is also cultivated 
to some extent ; but much might be done to im- 
prove the agriculture of these rich plains. The 
Betis rolls through provinces which require only to 
have their resources developed to supply a continent 
with grain, and add millions to the wealth of the 
Peninsula. 

Our little steamer had a pleasant cabin, adorned 


Digitized by Google 



SEVILLE. 


83 


with panelling representing Andalucian scenes 
and costumes. These steamers on the Guadal- 
quiver have been built on English models, and 
have English machinery. They sail fast, and are 
now well patronised, although the Spaniards took 
them at first for sorcerers. 

About four o’clock in the afternoon we observed 
high land ahead, and passed several plantations of 
thriving orange-trees, giving a delightful shade; 
villages became more frequent ; convents, too, ap- 
peared amongst groves of olives, and at length 
the Giralda of Seville rose gracefully above the 
Christina Gardens, just as we were passing the old 
Moorish castle of St. Juan de Alfarache, a few 
miles from the capital of Andalucia. 

Crowds witnessed our disembarkation, as the 
quay adjoins the Alameda. One custom-house 
vampire here opened our bags, and another at the 
gate must needs also have a peep at their contents. 
The latter indeed signified that a peseta would be 
equally satisfactory, but this I politely declined to 
give him. Threading our way through narrow 
streets, we took up our quarters at the Fonda de la 
Reyna, a small two-storied Moorish house, with a 
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Court in the centre, into which all the rooms open. 
So balmy was the air of evening, that I sat writing 
on the balcony, looking at the galaxy of stars 
which shone above us with a brilliance unknown in 
northern climes, those bright gems which Long- 
fellow, with an excess of poetic fervour, calls the 
“ Forget-me-nots of the angels." 

I have seen nearly all the great churches in 
Europe, and if inclined to award the prize for 
exterior architecture to the magnificent Duomo of 
Milan, I no less heartily affirm that, in point of 
interior grandeur, none, not even St. Peter’s, “ to 
which Diana’s marvel was a cell,” can compare 
with the cathedral of Seville. The outside of the 
building strikes one only as a vast collection of 
cupolas, towers, and pinnacles, huddled together 
with no great regard to architectural beauty ; but 
enter by a small portal near the Giralda, pass 
through a court of orange-trees, and raise the 
screen which faces you; take three steps towards 
the central nave, and then tell me if in contem- 
plating the works of man you ever before expe- 
rienced such a sense of awe produced by the effect 
of immensity, and the change from the bright sun- 
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shine of Andalucia to the twilight gloom which 
reigns beneath the arches of that noble pile. 

The eye wanders from the pillars to the bronze 
railings, from the railings to the highly-ornamented 
choir, and from it to the religious rays which steal 
through the painted windows far above the balus- 
trade, itself ninety feet from the pavement. No 
paltry ornaments interfere with the majesty of 
those noble columns, which divide the centre nave 
from the seven aisles, and seem to form the very 
vestibule to the abode of Deity. 

Fain would I convey some idea of that temple’s 
sublimity, — of the mingled sensations of vene- 
ration, w r onder, and awe, which it produces in the 
human mind ; but words fail me, and even while 
writing, far away from the hallowed dome, I feel 
as if venturing into the very presence of the 
Invisible. 

Without being in any unusual degree influenced 
by my feelings, I must confess that little surprise 
would have been excited in my mind, if while 
looking up toward the angelic figure which crowns 
the high altar of the Cathedral at Seville, I had, like 
■Moses in the land of Midian, heard a voice saying, 
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“ Draw not nigh hither, for the ground whereon 
thou standest is holy.” 

Four hundred and thirty-one feet long, by three 
hundred and fifteen feet wide, this glorious temple 
contains ninety-three windows, and is one hundred 
and forty-five feet high. For the performance of 
its services, more than eight hundred persons are 
employed; while five hundred masses are daily 
recited at its different altars. So vast is it, that 
they frequently play more than one of its six organs 
at the same time, without causing discord. Twice 
I heard the grand instrument which has five thou- 
sand three hundred stops pour forth its tones. I 
have listened to many an organ in many a land ; 
to that at Freyburg, imitating the artillery of 
heaven; and to that at Haerlem, executing passages 
of wonderful power. I have heard the “ Gloria in 
excelsis ” played before the Archbishop of Cologne, 
and to similar strains in presence of the Pope and 
Cardinals, but none of these performances affected 
me so much as that still small voice of exquisite 
sweetness, which, gentle but rich, seemed to melt 
into tenderness every worshipper in the Cathedral 
of Seville. It was like a seraph bringing a mes- 
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sage of mercy to fallen man, attended by the harps 
of the celestial hosts who appeared to the shepherds 
at Bethlehem. 

“ Music ! oh, how faint, how weak, 

Language fades before thy spell 1 
Why should Feeling ever speak, 

When thou canst breathe her soul so well ?” 

How tiresome, after gazing on such a noble 
temple, and listening to such heavenly strains, to 
be dragged into a sacristy, and forced to look at 
the jewellery belonging to the diocese. Many 
sculptures, paintings and other ornaments, guide- 
books and travellers describe in this cathedral; but 
I mention only one, and that one I never can for- 
get. Thanks to Borrow for calling my attention 
to it. Facing the central nave, on the right of the 
principal door, stranger, you will find Murillo’s 
picture of the Guardian Angel. He leads by the 
hand tiie Infant Saviour, and looks with an ex- 
pression of mingled reverence and tenderness on 
his precious charge. But the step of the godlike 
child 1 Who can fail to recollect the tread of the 
heavenly one? He walks as the Ruler of all, the 
Immortal and Eternal King, who, though in the 
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form of a babe, “ created all things by the word of 
his power.” 

On the other side of the open space, to the east- 
ward of the cathedral, you see the outer walls of 
the Alcazar, or ancient palace of the Moorish kings. 
Entering under an archway, and passing through 
two uninteresting courts, we arrived at the facade 
of the inner abode, a truly Arab portal, ornamented 
with rich tracery, roofed with carved cedar, and 
having on each side graceful suites of arcades. Of 
all the apartments in this fairy dwelling, none gives 
the stranger such pleasure as the Hall of the Am- 
bassadors, forming a square of about thirty-three 
feet by sixty feet in height, with a ceiling on 
which the artists seem to have attained to the per- 
fection of decoration. Near it is the Patio de los 
Mucenas, or Court of the Dolls, where ten small 
pillars and arches have produced an effect bordering 
on the marvellous. 

In a room opening from this enclosure, and 
commanding a view of the beautiful gardens, dwelt 
Maria Padilla, the favourite mistress of Don Pedro 
the Cruel, whose influence over the bloodthirsty 
king, perhaps in no small degree contributed to 
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the embellishment of the Alcazar. The subter- 
ranean baths called after this lady enter from the 
pleasure grounds. This palace was built for a 
Moorish prince, on the site of the Roman quaestor’s 
house, and w T as much altered both by Isabella and 
by Charles the Fifth. Philip the Fifth spoiled it 
by subdividing its fine rooms, which, to complete 
the Vandalism, were white- washed by a barbarous 
Englishman, Sir John Downie, who inhabited it in 
1813. 

Charles the Fifth planned the gardens, or rather 
the groves of oranges and lemons, laden w'ith de- 
licious fruit. Walks paved with mixed brick and 
porcelain, and perforated with holes, each one of 
which can be converted into a fountain, separate 
the flower-beds. By means of a handle concealed 
on the person of some ancient god or goddess, the 
gardener causes a thousand silvery streams to burst 
from the paths and astonish the visitor. The 
garden can thus in a moment be cooled by invisible 
fountains. The fruit belongs to an English bank- 
ing firm, who export it to their wealthy native 
land, before it has quite reached its maturity. 

Along the walls of every apartment in the 
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Alcazar, runs a gallery, from which the ladies un- 
perceived could be spectators of the feasts and 
company. During the palmy days of Moorish 
domination, when these courts were full of princes, 
princesses and Moslem warriors, when fountains 
threw up their cooling streams in the centre, and 
strains of music resounded in the corridors, what a 
scene of enchantment must have been presented 
within the rough walls of this fairy Alcazar! 

Those who love that style of art which labours 
to produce an exact imitation of nature, will find 
ample food for contemplation in Seville ; for there, 
besides several masterpieces by Zurbaran, are the 
glorious works which have rendered Murillo’s name 
immortal and dear to Spain. “ It has been re- 
marked,” says Mr. Urquhart, “ that when a person 
becomes an admirer of this painter, he is wholly 
fascinated and incapable of all discrimination, 
admires his master’s defects, and despises all others’ 
merits; but who ever painted such children as he 
did? In comparison with them the cherubs of 
Rubens are foetuses.” No school of artists has 
ever approached fo the perfection with which he 
imitated material objects. As a copyist of nature, 
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-he excels Raffaelle; as a delineator of mind, he 
must he considered as inferior to the great painters 
of Italy. “ His Virgin Mother,” remarks an 
accomplished American writer, is the stainless 
and radiant handmaid of the Lord, but yet a wo- 
man nursing her first-born. His beautiful chil- 
dren, whom no man ever painted like Murillo, 
though in feature they have that which tells yon 
‘ of such is the kingdom of Heaven,’ remind yon 
always, notwithstanding, of some pure and happy 
beings whom you have known and loved on earth. 
They ore of a better world, but they went to it 
from this.” 

But, although Murillo certainly did possess this 
peculiarity of the Spanish school, he knew well 
also how to paint poetic beauty, and produce that 
“divinity of expression” for which Guido and 
Raffaelle are so famed. Full of human tender- 
ness, he has left behind him some noble examples 
of the loftiest spiritual conceptions. The Hospital 
of La Caridad and the Museum contain his greatest 
works. In the former I admired his San Juan de 
Dios, in which he represents the founder of the 
institution bearing on his back a poor man, and 
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miraculously assisted by an angel, who with his pre- 
sence illuminates the darkness of night, and an Infant 
Saviour painted on the panel. The grouping of 
“ The Loaves and Fishes ” appeared to me imper- 
fect ; the artist likewise seems to have committed a 
serious error in allowing two of the disciples to 
talk to each other, while our Lord is giving thanks ; 
but in what language shall I attempt to describe 
that gem of the collection, “ Moses striking the 
Rock,” by many thought to be Murillo’s^, master- 
piece? 

For hours together did Sir David Wilkie gaze 
with admiration on this prodigy of art. The 
figures and groups are exquisite, while the ex- 
pression on the face of a boy, who sits on the back 
of a camel, may be safely set down as unrivalled 
in the annals of painting. Moses has just struck 
the rock, and stands in a dignified attitude beside 
it ; while the people are so eager to drink, that 
no two use similar vessels to hold the grateful 
liquid. Never did Murillo give such proof of his 
consummate talent as in the harmonious grouping, 
the inimitable countenances, and the poetical com- 
position of this justly celebrated “ Las Aguas.” 


Digitized by Google 



MURILLO. 


93 


The Museum contains, in addition to a number 
of very inferior pictures, several fine works by 
Zurbaran, Castillo, Roelas, &c., but my recol- 
lections centre in Murillo’s room, with its eighteen 
paintings by that prince of art. No pen can 
describe the joyous features and piercing eyes 
of his children, the emaciated faces and coarse 
garments of his monks, the tottering steps of his 
paupers. He himself considered “ the St. Thomas 
relieving Beggars,” preserved in this apartment, 
as his “ chef-d’oeuvre.” It is really hard to say 
whether this one or “ the Moses ” deserves the 
highest praise. I never can forget the countenances 
of these mendicants. Gazing upon them, you 
almost expect to hear a piteous supplication 
for charity. Need I mention “ the St. Anthony,” 
“ St. Francis embracing the Dead Saviour,” the 
very embodiment of reverential tenderness, “ St. 
Leander and St. Buenventura,” “ St. Felix pre- 
senting the Infant Saviour,” and a Virgin and Child, 
said to have been painted on a dinner napkin 
as a present to the cook of the Capuchin 
Convent, where the artist had been hospitably 
entertained ? 
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Words might indeed be added to words ; but 
words cannot convey to the reader’s min d an idea 
of “those beautiful things, not only warm with 
life, but radiant with inspiration,” which led the 
Andalucians to say that “Murillo vi<5 al cielo, 
y lo pint<5,” “ had seen Heaven, and painted what he 
saw.” 

^ Every successive work of this great man which 
I have seen, has increased the admiration which 
I first felt on beholding a picture by him ; and no 
paintings, even the masterpieces of Raffaelle and 
Guido, have afforded me greater pleasure than those 
few triumphs of genius in the public buildings 
of Seville. Although a devoted admirer of 
Murillo, I feel myself inadequate justly to celebrate 
his praises, or even to express that strong sense 
of admiration which I entertain of works which 
have ranked him amongst 

“ The grand old masters, 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of time.” 
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Adjoining the Cathedral of Seville is a fine 

building, the lower flat of which the merchants 

• 

use as an exchange, while a handsome marble 
staircase conducts to the upper story, where are 
preserved the archives of the Indies, from the 
discovery of America down to the present day. 
In the inner room the stranger may see the walls 
hung round with Arrowsmith’s English maps, 
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side by side with cases containing the despatches 
of the “ Great Admiral.” Oh Spain, Spain, how 
art thou fallen ! Shade of Columbus ! Your 
countrymen of the present day buy charts from 
northern islanders to show them the way to the 
regions where you first planted the banner of 
Castile ; from the same islanders they purchase 
steamers to cross that ocean, which the “ Pinta,” 
when she reached St. Salvador, first proved had 
a bound ! 

Desirous of visiting the University, we were 
denied entrance, as examinations were in progress, 
and a crowd of students at the portal “ politely ” 
hooted us. Eight hundred of these young men 
attend the classes, and so troublesome have they 
lately become, that the professors have been 
obliged to abolish the college dress, in order that 
refractory students may be more easily recognised 
by the police. When all dressed alike the autho- 
rities found it no easy matter to identify the 
ringleaders of disturbances. 

To the height of three hundred and fifty feet 
above the Moorish courtyard at the north-east 
door of the cathedral, rises the beautiful Giralda 
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Tower, resembling somewhat St. Marco’s Campanile 
at Venice. It was built in 1196 by Geber, and 
has a motto in large letters near the top, from 
Proverbs xviii. 10 : “ Nomen Domini fortissima 
turris.” From one of the balconies the muezzin 
in Mahometan times summoned the faithful to 
prayers. Large bells, called after saints, and 
sounded by men pulling them round with ropes, 
now serve the same purpose to the Christians. 
Just as we reached the termination of the inclined 
plane, paved with brick, which leads to the top, 
this tolling began, and for a minute or two quite 
stunned us. On the summit of the whole, a colossal 
statue representing Faith holds in one hand an 
olive branch, and in the other a shield. By means 
of the latter it obeys the wind, and thus gives to 
the tower the name of Giralda, or weathercock. 

The day being fine, we enjoyed a view of the 
city and neighbourhood. Below us lay Seville, an 
oval patch of brown roofs and white houses in a 
dreary, treeless plain. So narrow are the streets, 
as to be scarcely visible ; the churches tower above 
the other edifices, but cannot boast of architectural 
elegance. Looking towards the river, we saw a 
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bridge in process of building, to connect the city 
with the poor suburb of Triana, the abode of the 
Gipsies. Further down was the spacious bullring, 
and below it again the Torre del Oro, or Tower of 
Gold, which in Moorish times commanded the 
river by means of a chain attached to a similar fort 
on the opposite side. It is now used as a custom- 
house, and, although very ancient, appears new as 
well as handsome. 

Southwards we looked down upon the Duke of 
Montpensier’s palace, with its extensive gardens, 
the government manufactory of tobacco, where four 
thousand people work, and the cavalry barracks, 
the Honda Mountains in the distance rising like 
giants from the plain ; while at our feet in a cluster 
were the Cathedral, the Alcazar, the Exchange, 
and the Palace of the Archbishop. 

Moorish architecture prevails in Seville. The 
large houses have all interior courts, in which 
flowers are cultivated, and fountains play, and over 
wltich in summer they spread awnings to keep out 
the burning rays of an Andalucian sun. The city 
contains about one hundred thousand inhabitants. 
On the discovery of the New World it rose to be 
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a place of greater importance than it was when 
capital of Spain before the court removed to 
Valladolid. 

Students of Spanish history know that there the 
Inquisition had its head-quarters, and that within 
its walls, in three hundred years, this hellish 
tribunal consigned thirty-five thousand people, the 
best and most industrious in the province, to the 
devouring flames. Somehow this city has obtained 
a bad name for robberies and assassinations. 
Thither, we are told, “ Don Quixote’s fellow-tra- 
vellers entreated him to accompany them, it being 
a place the most likely to furnish him with adven- 
tures, since they were to be met with there in 
every street, and at every turning.” If recent 
travellers have not deceived us, certain quarters of 
Seville have their perils now, as well as in the 
time of Cervantes. Most people carry arms after 
nightfall, when they walk in the less-frequented 
alleys. Meeting a grandee muffled in his cloak, 
you may sometimes perceive the point of a naked 
blade peeping out from the folds of the garment. 

The Andalucian capital, though rich in ancient 
remains, cannot be called a decaying city. On 
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the contrary, Malaga and Barcelona perhaps alone 
excepted, it flourishes more than any other place in 
Spain. Several manufactories have lately been 
erected, and many improvements are in progress. If 
not so rich and prosperous as when the wealth of a 
newly-discovered world was pouring up the Guadal- 
ijuiver, Seville is neither a Carthagena nor a Venice. 

It is amusing to wander on an evening to the 
Alameda, and watch the horsemen passing by. 
Their steeds throw up their fore-feet, so as to show 
all the iron on their hoofs, and appear to go fast, 
whilst in reality they do not. Every rider uses a 
curb bit of tremendous power, with which he could 
pull any horse on his haunches in a moment. The 
saddles and stirrups are richly decorated, but not 
by any means elegant. 

Many more pages might have been devoted by 
me to a description of this famous city, which 
“ boasts her strength, her wealth, and site of ancient 
days but 1 merely wish to record a few of my 
own impressions, not to reproduce what the reader 
will find in guide-books, or to attempt a critical 
examination of those works of art which Mr. 
Stirling, and other able writers, have illustrated 
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with so much talent. It would be absurd in me 
to expect that those who have Ford and Borrow 
in their hands, would wish me elaborately to de- 
scribe the sights of Seville. And yet 1 leave 
that fair city with regret, as the Rapido steams 
down the Guadalquiver, and the Giralda, last of 
its buildings, gradually disappears behind the 
orange groves which shelter the capital of love 
and song. 

Our passengers included General Concha and 
suite, on his way to the island of Cuba, where, as 
Captain-General, he has since successfully pro- 
tected the honour of the Spanish arms. 

I always associate the sunny Guadalquiver with 
the loss of my hat, which fell overboard during 
this passage, and disappeared beneath the muddy 
waters. The incident, trifling though it was, has 
quite changed the current of my ideas regarding 
this classic stream. 

Another evening walk in the principal square of 
Cadiz ! There I went to see the elegant and beau- 
tiful Gaditanas, as they flitted in their lace man- 
tillas by the gaslight below the trees. 

Next morning early we were on board a small 
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boat, tacking against a headwind to reach the 
Spanish steamer Mercurio, which lay in the bay. 
This celebrated vessel — for all travellers on the 
Spanish coast know her well — was built in Liver- 
pool, in 1837, and has neither been cleaned nor 
examined since. When the winds are contrary 
she makes no way at all ; sometimes, it is said, 
she has been driven backwards, and frequently 
she has insisted upon touching at ports which her 
crew had no intention of visiting. If ever vessel 
deserved the appellation of “ tub,” the Mercurio is 
that vessel; for she took fourteen hours, under 
favourable circumstances, to steam the eighty miles 
between Cadiz and Algeziras. For this, too, we 
each had to pay no less a sum than thirty-three 
shillings sterling. A steamer of ordinary sailing 
qualities would have been half-way to Gibraltar 
before this box-built and foul-bottomed hulk had 
fairly got round the light-house, or at least lost 
sight of the Cathedral towers. 

As the coast of Andalucia is very uninteresting, 
I laid myself quietly down to sleep, expecting to 
awaken within hail of the Pillars of Hercules. But, 
alas ! I had good reason for agreeing with Aga- 
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memnon, that “the ample proposition that hope 
makes in earthly designs, fails in its promised 
largeness for, when I roused myself from a 
comfortable slumber, there were still the walls of 
Cadiz apparently a very short distance oft’, on our 
larboard beam. Could we have cast anchor ? 
This simple explanation of our position occurred 
at once to my mind ; but it proved incorrect, for 
smoke issued from the funnel, the paddle-wheels 
revolved, and the captain stood on the quarter- 
deck, attired in a dressing-gown and slippers, and 
looking as knowing as if the Mercuric had been 
steaming at the rate of sixteen knots an hour 
between Scylla and Charybdis. Tediously the 
horns passed away, till, at two o’clock, we made 
a stony headland with a solitary tower, seaward 
from which, some four miles off the shore, Nelson 
fell in the arms of victory. 

Scarcely had we time to mark that now lonely 
Trafalgar, where England so signally demonstrated 
her maritime superiority, when the wind began to 
blow in gusts, and had it not been for the current 
which always rans into the Mediterranean, we 
might, despite the efforts of an eighty horse-power 
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engine, have been driven to seek adventures on the 
wide Atlantic. After doubling the headland of 
Tarifa, however, daylight and the gale both dis- 
appeared ; we could, however, perceive Cape Spar- 
tel, in Africa, looming on the starboard. In calm 
water the Mercurio sped her way towards Alge- 
ziras, leaving behind her a bright phosphorescent 
track, and recalling to my mind those beautiful 
lines in the “ Lord of the Isles — 

“ Awaked before the rushing prow, 

The mimic fires of ocean glow. 

Those lightnings of the wave.’ 

At ten o’clock we anchored off the little Spanish 
town of Algeziras, having left Cadiz at half-past 
seven in the morning. Pity that no American 
was on board to compare the exploits of the 
steamers which sail twenty-two miles an hour on 
the Hudson, or Long Island Sound, with the rate 
of progress on that coast from which Columbus 
departed on his voyage of discovery. What 
changes have happened since then ! The best 
steamers in the Spanish navy at present are two 
which, having been superseded on the line be- 
tween New York and Liverpool by faster ships, 
were purchased by the Spanish Government. 
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Under new names, the Caledonia, and my old 
friend the Hibernia, have been lately figuring on 
the coast of Cuba as war vessels belonging to 
Queen Isabella of Spain. 

Very early next morning I went on deck and 
immediately looked southward, where, at the end 
of a sandy promontory, between me and the hills 
of Africa, rose the rock of Gibraltar. Like a sulky 
lion, watching but disdaining its prey, does this 
isolated mountain of adamant look gloomily across 
to Algeziras. A Levanter had blown the day be- 
fore, so a nightcap of mist crowned Gibel Taric, 
so called because the Arab commander there won 
the first of those engagements which overthrew 
the Gothic monarchy. Having landed at Tarifa, 
and, like Cortps, burned his ships to cut off from his 
men the means of escape in case of disaster, Taric, 
shouting, “ Your only chance is in victory ! ” led 
his troops forward, till Theodomir’s army being 
put to the rout, he planted the crescent upon the 
rock of Calpe, the prelude of those triumphs which, 
after the battle of the Guadelete, filled Europe with 
a superstitions dread of the Saracens. 

Having landed at Algeziras, and obtained pass- 
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ports, we made a bargain with four chattering, 
queer-looking Spanish boatmen, to row us over the 
bay, in a little cockleshell of a skiff, to Gibraltar. 
On our way we disturbed several beautiful flying- 
fish, and passing over the spot where sank the 
burning Missouri , in about an hour stopped at the 
little quay of the fortress. 

“British subjects, Sir?” asked a handsome 
soldier on guard. I felt inclined to reply in 
American, “ Yes, Siree but the emphasis would 
have invalidated the answer. Permitted to pass 
the lines, we found our way along the semi-Eng- 
lish, semi-Moorish streets, to “ the Club-house.” 

On the forenoon of our arrival, an esteemed 
friend drove us out to the village of San Roque, 
six miles distant, and commanding a tine view of 
Gibraltar. The road, which is pretty good, is 
kept in repair by a voluntary subscription among 
the English ! It passes first along the neutral 
ground on the isthmus, and then, crossing the 
Spanish lines, skirts the bay. 

Next day was Sunday ; it rained in torrents ; 
so heavy', indeed, that we got quite wet while 
walking a few paces to the Scotch place of wor- 
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ship. The only Presbyterian congregation on the 
“Rock” are connected with the Free Church. 
They number about 200, including soldiers, and 
hare generally, as their minister, some clergyman 
belonging to the parent body, who seeks health 
and strength in a w r armer climate. The worship- 
pers at present meet in an upper room, but are 
anxious to obtain a suitable site on which to 
erect a chapeL This, the military authorities, at 
the instigation, it is alleged, of dignitaries belong- 
ing to the Church of England, have hitherto 
denied them. Nor do they refuse the request in 
a straightforward manner. That would be to lay 
themselves open to the charge of having infringed 
that great principle of religious liberty which has 
done so much to consolidate the power of Britain. 
Wise in their generation, those persecutors at heart 
have adopted another course. 

“ Certainly you shall have a site,” say they, 
“ and here is an admirable one,” pointing to a 
quarry half-way up the mountain, where they well 
know a congregation could not be assembled. 

This and other stances equally out of the 
question, they have repeatedly offered ; but when 
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the Free Churchmen mention any situation which 
would even be tolerably suitable, the reply in- 
variably is, “ that we are sorry it cannot be given, 
it is required for military purposes;” the plain 
meaning of which is, “ A chapel placed there would 
attract scores of people from the cathedral,” the 
preachers in which can by no means be compared 
with those talented men who have lately gone out 
from Scotland, and whose superiority even the 
Episcopalians cannot but acknowledge. 

The annoyances experienced by the Presby- 
terians of Gibraltar in attempting to erect a place 
of worship, reflect discredit on the British name, 
and must; if government, of whom better things 
might be expected, continue to refuse justice, be 
brought before parliament. Does Mr. Fox Maule, 
himself a member of that church which cannot 
obtain a suitable building to assemble its adherents, 
know the state of matters? Can it be that a 
cabinet in which he occupies a place, has set its 
seal on such paltry exclusiveness ? Whether this 
be the case or not, it will benefit all parties con- 
cerned in thus withholding the natural liberties of 
Englishmen, if a suitable site be without delay 
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granted; for it will save an exposure in the British 
senate, which will add no honour either to the 
authorities of Gibraltar, or their masters at the 
Colonial Office.* 

It is very lamentable that a government, which 
at home shows so much liberality, should in many 
instances have proved itself most illiberal abroad. 
The acts of some of our governors of dependencies 
accord more with the policy of Naples or Russia, 
than that of free England. The evil lies in ap- 
pointing to important commands men without 
ability, sometimes without common sense. 

As far as civil expenses are concerned, Gibraltar 
causes no burden to the mother country. The 
population, — consisting of twenty-one thousand, 
about six thousand five hundred of whom are Pro- 
testants, one thousand Jews, and the remainder of 
Spanish descent, — pay £28,000 per annum in taxes, 
which the governor lately resolved to increase. 
Against this the people protested, and appealed to 
Earl Grey, urging that they were already suffi- 
ciently burdened, and that the expenses ought to 

• Since the above was written, the authorities have yielded 
the long contested point, and the Presbyterians have obtained, by 
purchase, a suitable site for their chapel. 
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be reduced to correspond with the decline in trade. 
This remonstrance having proved successful, the 
sapient Sir Robert Gardiner has erased from the 
list of parties to be invited to government-house, 
the names of those who signed it — the wealthiest 
and most influential men in Gibraltar — the very 
individuals who pay his excellency £5,000 per 
annum. 

“ The patronage of the Colonial Office,” wrote 
the late highly esteemed Charles Buller, “ is the 
prey of every hungry department of our govern- 
ment. On it the Horse Guards quarters its worn- 
out general officers as governors; the Admiralty 
cribs its share ; and jobs which even parliamentary 
rapacity would blush to ask from the Treasury, are 
perpetrated with impunity in the silent realm of 
Mr. Mother Country.”* To persevere in this policy 
is not the way to preserve intact the dependencies 
of that empire on which the sun never sets. 

The town of Gibraltar consists of one long 
street, with lanes at right angles to it, built on a 
sloping part of the hill, facing the west, and 
looking across the bay towards Algeziras. The 

• “ Mr. Mother Country of the Colonial Office,” quoted in 
Wakefield’s “Art of Colonization,” p. 292. 
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houses, generally speaking, resemble those in Ger- 
many ; some, however, are more in the English 
style, while others are evidently Moorish. The 
walls, especially the ramparts fronting the sea, 
bristle with cannon, and. British sentries silently 
guard every corner. How different these erect, 
dignified men, from the lounging chattering senti- 
nels on the Spanish lines ! 

Above the houses, “ the Rock,” a brown crag 
with a few scattered trees and cottages, rises per- 
pendicularly till it terminates in three points, the 
highest and furthest west being crowned with a 
flagstaff. Towards the sandy isthmus connecting 
this isolated hill with Spain, it presents a wall of 
adamant fifteen hundred feet high, perforated with 
galleries and portholes, out of which peep guns of 
no trifling calibre, warning enemies of the reception 
they may expect, if foolish enough to attack a 
place quite impregnable when garrisoned by five 
thousand British soldiers, and where every pre- 
paration has been made to baffle the ingenuity of 
the most subtle foe. On a signal given, a thousand 
cannon could be in less than five minutes dealing 
death and destruction around. 
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The gates are shut punctually at sunset. After 
that hour no key can unlock Gibraltar. In some 
continental strongholds, silver can always open a 
postern, even at midnight; but no such appliance 
can procure an evasion of the martial laws of 
England. 

Foreigners may not reside longer than three 
months within the walls, and for that period they 
must find a resident to be their security. One 
meets on the well-paved streets a strange mixture 
of Spaniards, “ Scorpions,” or persons born on the 
“ Rock,” Jews, Moors, Arabs, and Englishmen. 
So influential are the children of Israel, that Satur- 
day has been recognised as a business holiday. 
We saw the congregation of the synagogue dis- 
persing on the forenoon of our arrival. The Bar- 
bary Jews are said to be a most superstitious 
race. 

Gibraltar is a free port, and has no searchers of 
baggage. Provisions are plentiful, and the beef 
comes from the African coast. According to the 
ancient tradition, Hercules, to mark the termina- 
tion of his travels, threw up this rock, and that of 
Gibel Musa, above Ceuta, on the opposite side of 
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the straits. Most people believe that the entire hill 
is perforated with caverns like a honeycomb, as no 
end has been as yet found to any of the numerous 
caves which branch off from the great grotto of 
St. Michael, on the eastern face of the rock. 

Our hotel occupies one side of the Commercial 
Square, in the centre of which stands the Exchange. 
The famous battery called “ the Line W all " protects 
these houses from the waves. A pretty Alameda, 
laid out by General and Lady Don, lies immediately 
outside the southern wall of the town, on the road 
towards Europa Point, where are the lighthouse, 
numerous batteries, and a pavilion of the govern 
nor’s. On approaching “ Old Gib” from Algeziras, 
you observe, about one-third of the way up the 
Rock, just at the point where it becomes precipi- 
tous, and the excavations begin, an old Moorish 
castle, much battered by the balls which struck it, 
during the ever memorable four years’ siege which 
Gibraltar sustained against the combined forces of 
France and Spain. Ascending to this position, 
we got a corporal of artillery to show us those 
extraordinary galleries which, cut in the living 
rock, twelve feet from the edge of the cliffs, and 
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broad enough to admit horsemen, open np at 
various points into chambers, filled with cannon, 
carronades, mortars, cartridges, balls, ramrods, and 
other instruments of war. Every opening reveals 
a murderous gun, one of the eight hundred and 
seventy which defend Gibraltar against foreign 
foes. Entering by an excavated path we were 
ushered into the first gallery, from which two or 
three others, with embrasures at every short dis- 
tance, lead upwards in a southern direction. These 
guns command the isthmus, gates and shipping. 
They terminate on a platform of rock, from which 
you look down on the neutral territory and the 
Mediterranean Sea. 

From this point we mounted by a rocky path 
to the higher galleries, from which shot can be 
projected quite across the bay upon the hills of 
Spain. They end in a circular chamber bristling 
with cannon, and called St. George’s Hall. Eight 
hundred feet perpendicularly below it the Mediter- 
ranean breaks on the storm-beaten shore. 

We descended by a zigzag ladder from this 
gallery to Cornwallis Battery, hollowed out of the 
cliff some distance below. In these excavated 
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fortifications they keep everything in such order 
and so well prepared for action, that on very short 
notice a terrific fire could be opened on the lines. 
Between the upper and lower galleries, other rows 
of cannon and mortars, unseen from below, being 
hidden by the rocks, but no less effective and 
deadly, surround the solitary powder magazine, on 
which a sentinel continually keeps liis eye. An 
excellent path conducts from this point to the 
summit of the rock and telegraph station, com- 
manding a spendid view of the strait3, the bay, 
and the coasts of Morocco and Spain. 

A great variety of southern plants grow on this 
stony hill-side, especially dwarf date-palms, on 
which the monkeys at certain seasons feed. These 
animals are rarely seen, excepting during fine 
weather and east wind, two things which very 
seldom exist at the same time in that latitude. 

After a visit to St. Michael’s Cave, a most sin- 
gular opening in the rock, the termination of 
which no man has yet reached, although several 
have perished in the attempt, we descended the 
western slope of the cliffs, enjoying a most beau- 
tiful prospect. Below us were Southport Barracks, 
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surrounded by houses and villas, the gardens of 
which displayed innumerable groves of oranges, 
pines, chestnuts, and pomegranates, while beyond 
the buildings the ramparts looked down on the 
convict hulks. On oifr left, Windmill Barracks 
occupied part of the stony waste called Europa 
Point, the southern extremity of the rock. Be- 
tween them and Southport rose a few grey cliffs, 
contrasting well with the green foliage of the villa 
pleasure-grounds amongst them. On our right, 
the Alameda, the little town, and shipping agree- 
ably varied the view ; while before us, stretching 
away from the lighthouse towards the coast of 
Africa, a distinctly marked line indicated the 
junction of the blue waters of the bay with the 
darker waves of the straits. 

The drive round the Rock from the town to the 
governor’s ugly summer residence on the coast is 
exceedingly pretty, affording much variety both of 
scenery and prospect. 

Gibraltar left a most pleasing impression on my 
mind. Expecting to see a barren rock without 
roads, vegetation, or natural beauties, I found a 
neat town with a pretty Alameda, picturesque 
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walks, excellent carriage drives, handsome villas, 
and a cheerful bustling population. Well con- 
tented may British soldiers be if they never find 
worse quarters. 

In the warerooms of a friend I met some fine 
specimens of the regular Spanish contrabandista, 
stout men with herculean frames and noble coun- 
tenances, dressed in sombreros, embroidered jackets 
of superior cloth, and leathern gaiters highly orna- 
mented and open down the calf of the leg. They 
had pleasant faces, and bear a good reputation for 
honour in their transactions with the merchants. 
It is singular to hear the mixture of Spanish and 
English spoken by the Rock Scorpions, and even 
by the British residents. They often begin a 
sentence in one language and finish it in another 
without drawing breath. A stranger might sup- 
pose the people afflicted with absence of mind. 

At the table d'hote of the Clubhouse, we one day 
had an instance of French “ politeness,” which I 
thought very characteristic of that nation, “ in whose 
frippery,” to use an expression of Edmund Burke’s, 
“ we are expected to dress our behaviour.” In 
order to visit the excavations, it is necessary to get 
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an order from the governor. Four Frenchmen, 
who most probably had not applied for it in a 
proper manner, were complaining bitterly of hav- 
ing been refused it on the preceding day. They 
must have been under an erroneous impression 
regarding this permission, but what Bhall we say 
of those who, the majority of the company being 
Englishmen, and in the presence of English ladies, 
talked in no measured terms of abuse regarding 
England, and everything connected with it, lean- 
ing at the same time their elbows on the table and 
staring every one out of countenance ? Now, these 
persons were no boors ; they were neither shop- 
keepers nor farmers — but men moving in high 
society, and one of them a distinguished individual. 
Yet their conduct strongly reminded me of Dr. 
Johnson’s remark, “ The French are an ill-bred, 
gross people. What I gained by being in 
France was to be better satisfied with my own 
land.” 

It has been the fashion lately to maintain that 
we ought to give up Gibraltar to the country to 
which, by natural situation, it belongs, it being a 
useless burden to Great Britain, while our possess- 
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ing it serves but to exasperate the government of 
Spain. 

This famous fortress of yours, say the men who 
take this view of the question, does not command 
the straits ; its batteries are placed so as to insult 
a friendly power ; it affords an asylum for contra- 
bandistas, and under protection of its guns the 
smuggling craft take refuge from the Spanish 
guarda costas; besides, the maintenance of its 
numerous garrison, storehouses, barracks, and in- 
struments of war, annually costs Great Britain a 
very heavy sum, without procuring for her any 
commercial advantages. If we are to view the 
matter only in this light, as a debtor and creditor 
account, the foregoing arguments may appear un- 
answerable ; but I tliink that few men of patriotic 
feelings, and who understand the position which 
our country occupies amongst the nations, will 
admit that the question ought to be considered 
only as one of pounds, shillings and pence. 

Gibraltar stands associated with one of the most 
brilliant achievements in English history. It is a 
monument seen by every mariner who passes 
through the straits, to warn him of the respect due 
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to that nation, whose fleets have always been tri- 
umphant on the ocean ; a signal tower from which 
a watch can always be kept on civil, military, and 
ecclesiastical despotism by that country which has 
ever been the home of the oppressed ; a beacon on 
whose summit people lying in darkness and igno- 
rance may see unfurled the banners of rational 
liberty, religious toleration, and an unrestricted 
commerce. While advocating extensive financial 
reforms in many departments of government, I 
would not consent, for the sake of a few thousand 
pounds, to part with those dependencies, which, 
though not perhaps remunerating to us in a com- 
mercial point of view, cannot fail widely to diffuse 
the principles which have rendered England the 
admiration of mankind. Money surely is well 
spent, if the political sentiments, the pure religion, 
the love of order and at the same time of freedom, 
the mercantile ardour, energy, and integrity, the 
generous philanthropy of this happy island, be 
diffused from many isolated positions throughout 
. the globe. 

Economy, no doubt, must not be overlooked; 
but it may be carried to an undue extreme, and 
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produce evils of a far more serious nature than 
those which its advocates so much dread. If Great 
Britain owes something to herself, she owes also 
something to the world; if hound to relieve a 
heavily taxed people, she is bound likewise to 
maintain a rank which God has given her for wise 
and gracious ends. The refuge of the oppressed, 
the asylum of liberty, the exponent of the true 
principles of commerce, the hive of industry, the 
abode of order — may our country not resign but 
extend her settlements throughout the earth, tha 
men of every tribe may bless her, and that wherever 
tyranny, slavery, and ignorance prevail, she may 
shield the victims and overawe the oppressors ! 

Let it not, still further, be forgotten, that the 
five thousand men who garrison Gibraltar must 
be supported somewhere ; that through it English 
merchants carry on a profitable commerce both 
with Spain and Morocco ; and that as to the 
charge of its being a nest of smugglers, a contra- 
band trade will always exist on the coast of a 
country which attempts to protect native manu- 
factures, or raise a revenue by means of exorbitant 
duties. The abandonment of Gibraltar by England 
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certainly would not put an end to the trade of 
these eontrabandistas, who have been raised into 
consequence, not by the guns of our batteries, but 
by the absurd laws of Spain. 

As long as Manchester goods are wanted by the 
Spaniards, so long the Spaniards will get them ; 
if the Rock change hands, then every desolate 
headland, every lonely bay, will become a recep- 
tacle for foreign merchandise. Instead of one, 
many Gibraltars will spring into existence, all the 
vigilance of the guarda costas notwithstanding; 
for it is possible to smuggle to a vast extent 
without warehouses, dep6ts, or friendly cannon.* 
There are enough quiet coves overlooked by the 
snowy crests of the Sierra Nevada, or washed by 
the billows of the Bay of Biscay, where, in the 
still hours of night, the little vessel might be un- 
loaded, and its goods safely transferred to dens 
and caves in the mountains, the scene of their 
disembarkation returning in the morning to its 
wonted repose. 

As to the supposed insult which we habitually 

* “ In reality,” says the Hon. Mr. Murray, “ the whole pea- 
santry of Andalucia ore interested in the contraband trade.” 
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offer to Spain by holding Gibraltar, has that 
country forgotten who saved her national indepen- 
dence, who expended blood and treasure to drive 
her enemies over the Pyrenees whence they 
came ? We have fortified the rock of Calpe, not 
to defy the Spaniards, — that would be beneath 
the nation whose armies rescued them from slavery, 
— but to perpetuate their independence ; not 
because we wish to take advantage of a neighbour’s 
weakness, but because we have no confidence that 
a people who submitted to Joseph Buonaparte 
would be able to maintain Gibraltar against a 
foreign foe. The words “ Salamanca,” “ Tala- 
vera,” “ Barossa,” “ Vittoria,” “ Badajos,” “ Pam- 
peluua,” and “ Ciudad Itodrigo,” must be blotted 
out of the map of Spain, before her people can 
with decency accuse England of being ungenerous 
to the feeble. Never should a Spaniard forget 
that he yet lives in the nineteenth century, a 
century which saw Murat issuing his commands 
from the Escurial, Massena within thirty miles of 
Lisbon, and Britons laying down their lives on 
many bloody fields — 

“ From Roncesvallea to the blue sea-waves, 

Where Calpe looks on Afric.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 
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NATURE OF THE SCENERY — BOBBERS ON THIS HIGHWAY — LOJA — 

HISTORICAL REMINISCENCES CONNECTED WITH THE ROUTE 

PARADOR DE LOS ANQELES — THE MOUNTAINS OF THE PROVINCE. 

The Spanish steamers between Marseilles and 
Cadiz, touching at the intermediate ports, call off 
Algeziras; the French vessels sail from the Rock 
itself. At the time of our visit, however, the latter 
had been placed in quarantine by the authorities 
of Malaga, whither we were bound. Any one 
desirous of going to that town, might hire a mule 
and ride along on the coast, or he might cross the 
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bay and embark in one of the regular packets; 
in either case, he suffered no detention ; but let 
him proceed from Gibraltar by sea direct, and he 
must be transferred, on arrival, to* a miserable 
lazaretto. Perhaps the “ Quarterly Review,” the 
credulous defender of quarantine laws, will be good 
enough to give a sufficient reason for this arrange- 
ment also. 

I remember once stepping into the office of the 
Austrian Lloyd’s Company at Constantinople, to 
ask when their steamers sailed from the isthmus 
of Corinth for Corfd. The manager and chief 
clerk, being of different opinions on this difficult 
question, referred to the captain of one of the ships 
who at the moment happened to walk in. He 
having asserted that both were wrong, search was 
made amongst piles of papers to ascertain the 
truth, but in vain, so I had to rest satisfied with 
the polite reply, — 

“ Really, Sir, I cannot tell you ; perhaps I may 
find the information you want in a day or two.” 

Visitors to Gibraltar can with justice complain 
of the same ignorance on the part of the people there 
who profess to be agents of steamers. Go into a 


Digitized by Google 



126 


THE TAGUS AND THE TIBEE. 


bureau, and ask when their next vessel sails for 
Cadiz or Malaga. 

“ Quien sabe?” replies the interrogated indi- 
vidual. 

“ Surely you can tell me if there will be a vessel 
this week," you continue. 

“ There may be, and there may not be one,” 
answers the official. 

“ But I understood that the vessels had fixed 
days of departure,” you further remark. 

“ Perhaps they have,” replies the complacent 
Spaniard. 

“ Then tell me,” you demand in despair, “ when 
is The Cid advertised to leave Cadiz?” 

“ The directeur at Cadiz can tell you that,” im- 
perturbably remarks the functionary. 

Desirous of reaching Malaga without delay, I 
called several times at the agencies of the various 
companies, but neither there, at the hotel, nor in 
the news-room, could any one tell me when to 
expect the next packet. 

“ It might be a week, perhaps a fortnight ; the 
vessels are very irregular.” 

This being the sum and substance of the 
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information to be procured, I was revolving in my 
mind whether to take a passage in an American 
barque about to sail, and submit to quarantine, 
or to engage a felucca, notwithstanding an easterly 
wind, or to expose the ladies to swollen rivers and 
bad roads by riding overland on mules, when a 
friend called to say, that he observed in a Cadiz 
newspaper that the Barcino, a fine new Spanish 
steamer, and one of the regular packets, was to 
call off Algeziras on the morrow. Straightway I 
sallied to the office of these vessels, to ask the truth 
of this statement “ It might be true or it might 
not,” said the intelligent agent. “ Quien sabe?” 
Believing firmly in the advertisement, notwith- 
standing the callousness of those who ought to 
have known best, and the incredulity of others 
in the same predicament as ourselves, we started 
next day, at two o’clock, in a sailing boat for 
Algeziras, passing between the vessels in quaran- 
tine, with the dismal yellow flag at the foremast- 
head, and enjoying, as we tacked across the bay, 
many beautiful vistas of the Spanish hills, Ceuta 
in Africa, and the Mountain of the Apes. After 
a custom-house examination by officers stationed 
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in a small boat off the town, the steamer not being 
in sight, we took a walk through Algeziras, 
visiting its pretty Alameda, and markets well 
stocked with chestnuts, pomegranates, and fish. 

The neat houses are nearly all white-washed, 
and have their windows painted green. Many 
beautiful women peeped on us from behind the 
Venetians, and now and then ventured on a smile. 
In every street we met soldiers; few of them, 
however, martial in their appearance. 

Returning to the quay, we descried the Barcino 
steaming rapidly up the bay. In a few minutes 
she had anchored and landed her passengers. 
But as yet neither agent nor deputy had arrived 
at the office, where it behoved us to procure tickets. 
An hour and a half passed away before this func- 
tionary deigned to appear, and, when he did come, 
it was to chat with his friends, smoke a cigar, 
and keep us in waiting. At last he condescended 
to transact business, and, wonderful to relate, 
in half an hour he sold two tickets, and received 
payment of the freight on three boxes. But 
“ Cosa Espana there was no use in grumbling, 
at either this old fellow’s laziness, or a charge 
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of four reals for attaching a useless signature 
to our passport. Then one halfpenny each had to 
be paid for landing at, and the same sum for start- 
ing from, a heap of stones, called a pier, nominally 
to repair it, but really to feed hungry offi- 
cials. The Barcino waited till half-past eight 
o’clock in the evening for two passengers, who did 
not think proper to go on board with the others ; but 
at that hour we weighed anchor, and soon were 
bounding over the waves, off Europa Point, the 
lighthouse on that headland illuminating our 
way. 

When I awoke next morning, the motion had 
ceased. I got on deck, and found that we were 
quietly moored in the harbour of Malaga, or 
Malacca ; so called, says Washington Irving, be- 
cause there the wretched Florinda, daughter of 
Count Julian, committed suicide by throwing 
herself from a tower. Above us, crowning a preci* 
pitous hill, were the walls of the Gibralfaro, 
the stronghold of the Moors, the citadel where 
Hamet El Zegri hung out the white banner of the 
Moslem santon, as a signal to the inhabitants 
of the town that God had not deserted the cause 
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of the Prophet, and from which, shouting “ Allah 
ackbar!” sallied a devoted band of fanatics, to fall 
beneath the swords of the Christians. 

Further down the eminence, and connected with 
the fort by two walls, rose the ruins of the 
Alcazaba, a still older stronghold of the Africans, 
and more immediately commanding the city. 
Looking westward, the next striking object was 
the Cathedral, an immense pile of no great beauty, 
also on a height, with the dingy houses of the town 
clustering around it. Beyond it smoked the four 
chimneys of the iron, cotton, and linen manu- 
factories, belonging to the Messrs. Heredia and 
Messrs. Larios, the merchant princes who are 
making fortunes at the expense of the nation. 
Their cloth is monstrously dear in comparison with 
that made in England ; but a protective, or 
rather, a prohibitory tariff gives them the command 
of the trade, and government in every respect 
meet their wishes. These firms employ in Malaga 
and at their works in the country upwards of two 
thousand people. 

Both here and in Catalonia immense factories 
have lately been erected, which, fostered by absurd 
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legislative enactments, are picking the pockets 
of the people of Spain. A paternal government 
would strive, by every means in its power, to 
develop the agricultural resources of that country 
by making roads, railways and canals, encouraging 
the growth of trees, and seeking , to enrich the 
peasantry by permitting them to buy their clothing 
in the cheapest markets ; whereas at present, 
a regard for the interests of a few manufacturers 
enjoying a sort of hot-house prosperity, not a 
disposition to benefit the people at large, influences 
every act of Cortes. What is the consequence ? 
I give it in the words of an intelligent American 
traveller.* “ According to the most accurate 
accounts, from three-fourths to seven-eighths of 
the foreign articles consumed in Spain pass 
through the hands of contrabandistas. England 
and France, rivals in most things, struggle more 
earnestly for no mastery than for that in cheat- 
ing the Spanish revenue. Arcades ambo ! Bat 
this is not the worst. The very Catalan manu- 
facturers, who clamour most loudly for the per- 
petuation of the tariff, are themselves frequently, 

• “ Glimpses of Spain,” by S. T. Wallis. London. 1850. 
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the chief smugglers. I was assured by many 
Spaniards familiar with the facts, that a very 
large portion of the goods sold from the factories 
of Catalonia into the other provinces, are actually 
manufactured and marked as Catalonian in Eng- 
land, smuggled into Barcelona, and there disposed 
of triumphantly, as the genuine thing, by the very 
best houses. One gentleman told me that in one of 
the English manufacturing towns, he had been 
shown a ware-room of orthodox Catalan goods, 
made and marked in the most Spanish manner, for 
the Barcelonese home production, by order of one 
of the largest concerns there, than whose members 
none clamoured more loudly for protection. A 
man must be either interested, or mad nor’-nor’- 
west, to have any serious doubts as to the 
propriety of upsetting a system which has such 
consequences.” 

It is really melancholy to think that millions 
of people should be compelled to support a legion 
of custom officers, guarda costas, and gens-d’armes, 
for the purpose of rendering efficient a policy, 
by which they are taxed enormously to make 
colossal fortunes for a dozen manufacturers. It 
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does not keep out foreign goods, for every shop- 
window, even in Barcelona and Malaga, is filled 
with them ; it does not add to the real prosperity 
of the country, for the great works we allude to 
are mere exotics, which a change of policy must 
shortly wither up by the roots ; it only robs the 
hardworking peasant, who loves a comfortable suit 
of clothing, to encourage the bloated functionary 
and the daring contrabandista, — to foster an un- 
natural production and an unprincipled evasion 
of all moral laws. 

There are some districts of Spain, Catalonia 
especially, which will become manufacturing, owing 
to natural causes. So far well, but to force this 
branch of industry, to the prejudice of the great 
agricultural interests of the Peninsula, appears to 
me a policy so infatuated, that no honest statesman 
could for a moment defend it, no Cortes really 
representing the sentiments of the people hesitate 
one day before decreeing its instant reversal. Alas ! 
when will rulers of integrity and properly elected 
senators be found in Spain? 

Mr. Hallam tells us,* “ that the forms of a Cas- 
* “ Europe during the Middle Ages," p. 395, 
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tilian Cortes were analogous to those of an English 
Parliament in the fourteenth century,” and that 
“ the laws of Alphonso X. in 1258, those of the 
same prince in 1274, and many others in subsequent 
times, are declared to be made with the consent of 
the several orders of the kingdom.” One might 
suppose that, in the ordinary course of events, a 
nation which thus early manifested the germs of 
constitutional government would at this moment 
have stood high among the free countries of the 
globe, an example of the harmonious working of 
institutions gradually developed by the people 
themselves ; but what do we find in the nineteenth 
century? A vast peninsula, destitute of wealth, 
energy, and internal mode of communication; 
without proper roads, a sufficient supply of fuel, 
or the means of transporting com from the 
various provinces ; while one military par venu after 
another seizes the reins of government, disfranchises 
electors, threatens justices, and thereby secures a 
Cortes to do his bidding. 

In private you hear it broadly stated that all the 
leading politicians, no matter what may be their 
creed, are equally dishonest, equally devoted to 
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back-stair intrigues, and their own private inte- 
rests. Ministry succeeds ministry at Madrid; one 
legislative body after another serves to keep up the 
delusion of a constitution ; whilst the people re- 
main very much in the state in which Columbus 
left them when he sailed from Palos to discover 
America. 

Venality, corruption, ambition, and bad faith, 
make no secret of their predominance in the coun- 
cils of the Escurial, and universal Europe pro- 
claims the Spanish government a mockery, a delu- 
sion, and a snare. Burke said in regard to the 
French, “ The power of the city of Paris is evi- 
dently one great spring of all their politics.”* It 
may, in like manner, be observed of the Spanish, 
that intrigues at Madrid at present sway the desti- 
nies of the nation. This crying evil must be 
remedied. Let the provinces come forward and 
deprive the seat of government of the power to 
do evil ; let them modify the provisions of a con- 
stitution which experience has proved unsuitable 
to the people, and establish a system which will 
ensure due attention being paid to the interests of 
* “ Reflections on the French Revolution.” 
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the nation at large. In another volume,* I have 
expressed a preference for the federal form of go- 
vernment in countries peculiarly situated. The 
cantons of Switzerland, and the states of North 
America, illustrate the happy operation of this 
principle ; the German Zollverein, and the attempt 
to form a Germanic empire, both show how natu- 
rally the human mind falls back upon it as a remedy 
for existing evils. That centralising power must 
inevitably yield to local authority in many Euro- 
pean countries seems highly probable, and perhaps 
the various provinces of the Peninsula, differing 
from each other in customs, opinions, interests, and 
laws, might enjoy greater freedom and prosperity, 
if constituting a federation, than as a consolidated 
monarchy. 

This idea I would express with all deference, 
aware, however, that there are Spaniards of talent 
and foresight, who think that its adoption may yet 
save their country. Be this as it may, one thing 
is certain, that a sifting time approaches on the 
other side of the Pyrenees. Disgusted with the 

• “ Impressions of Central and Southern Europe.” London. 
1850. 
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events of the last two years, the people expect a 
reformation, and perhaps, when the politicians of 
Europe least expect it, like a thunder-cloud from 
the Guadaramas, it will burst on the Escurial, 
Inert, ignorant, prejudiced, the Spaniards may be, 
but they are men, and as men they cannot help 
feeling that their interests have been neglected, 
their country unimproved, their civilization re- 
tarded, while political adventurers and military 
upstarts have made unworthy intrigues the step- 
ping-stones to power. 

We spent an hour and a half pacing up and 
down the deck of the Barcino, before the lazy 
officials gave ns, pratique. Very shortly afterwards 
we were enjoying our breakfast at the excellent 
Fonda de la Alameda, one of the best hotels in Spain 
Malaga contains eighty thousand inhabitants, and 
has of late, owing to the factories, been increasing. 
It exports raisins largely to all parts of the world. 
I was surprised to learn that four-tenths of the 
whole quantity go to the United States, and only 
one-tenth to England. The packing season was 
nearly over at the time of our visit, but I saw 
several warehouses piled with boxes ready for 
shipment. 
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Malaga appeared to me a very dirty, and by no 
means pretty town. The inhabitants said that 
recent rains had rendered the streets filthier than 
usual ; but be that as it may, Lisbon would have 
seemed a garden in comparison. The Alameda, a 
broad but formal walk, leads from the harbour to 
the river Guadalmedina, which is in summer a 
stony waste. The best houses front this pleasure- 
ground, and there you may see on an evening 
groups of delicate-looking children and consump- 
tive patients from England, enjoying the balmy 
air. 

Although dry and genial in winter, the climate 
of Malaga becomes in summer excessively warm, 
so much so that sugar-canes grow in the vicinity. 
Some, indeed, think that this plant found its way 
to the West Indies from the Orient, by the Canary 
Islands and the province of Granada. The best 
view of the city may be obtained from the top of 
the tower of the cathedral, a huge pile, uglier 
within than without, and possessing no object of 
interest. 

At seven o’clock at night the Granada diligence 
arrived at our hotel, a vehicle drawn by ten mules, 
a rider guiding the leading pair. To a stranger 
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this conveyance has a most singular appearance, 
recalling to his mind times long gone by. It starts 
from Malaga every two days ; but we found on our 
arrival that all the seats were engaged for a fort- 
night; so we resolved, notwithstanding the pre- 
valence of robberies, to make the journey in 
“ calesas,” the rude gigs, without springs, so 
much used by the Spaniards, stopping the first 
night at Loja, pronounced Locha, distant forty- 
two miles. 

It took us exactly sixteen hours and a half 
to reach that place, so that the reader may form 
some idea of the dreadful state of the road. 
For several leagues, — indeed, about half way, — it 
is quite frightful, unfit for wheeled vehicles of any 
sort, huge boulders of rock and deep ruts seeming 
every now and then to obstruct further progress. 
In many places it resembles the track between 
Lisbon and Torres Vedras. How the diligence 
manages to get on, even with ten horses, passes my 
comprehension. No English-built carriage could 
proceed half a mile without being knocked to 
pieces. And yet this is the leading highway 
between the capital and a flourishing seaport ! 
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Disappointed with the situation and appearance 
of Malaga, at three o’clock one fine warm morning 
we started from the Fonda de la Alameda in two 
calesas, a baggage-horse following with our port- 
manteaus. Slowly we pursued our way along the 
silent streets until we reached the famous gate of 
Granada, where sixteen hundred Christian captives, 
many of whom had for years been slaves to the 
Moors, met Ferdinand and Isabella after Hamet el 
Zegri surrendered the city. “ When they beheld 
themselves,” says Washington Irving,* “ restored 
to liberty and surrounded by their countrymen, 
some stared wildly about, as if in a dream, others 
gave way to frantic transports, but most of them 
wept for joy. All present were moved to tears by 
so touching a spectacle. When they came in pre- 
sence of the king and queen, they threw themselves 
on their knees, and would have kissed their feet as 
their saviours and deliverers ; but the sovereigns 
prevented such humiliation, and graciously ex- 
tended to them their hands. They then prostrated 
themselves before the altar in a tent erected not 
far from the city, and all present joined them in 
* “ Chronicle of the Conquest of Granada,” p. 235. 
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giving thanks to God for their liberation from 
this cruel bondage.” 

The Spaniards may well feel grateful to the 
Americans for the writings of such men as Pres- 
cott and Irving. The first, in my opinion, holds 
the highest place among historians ; while the 
second has immortalised the Moslem and Christian 
heroes who fought so stoutly for the possession of 
Spain. 

Until eight o’clock, or for five weary hours, we 
continued steadily to ascend, winding up the sterile 
hills which approach so close to the Mediterranean 
Sea. When we left the city the air was hot, but 
when we had advanced for an hour or two, it 
became chill. Every turn of the road revealed to 
us finer and finer views of Malaga, the vega 
behind it, the coast, and the rugged sierras below 
and around us. 

The sides of the hills, quite destitute of trees, 
and cut up into a thousand ridges by water- 
courses, dry in summer, presented a very pecu- 
iar appearance; and inland, a range of higher 
mountains, rocky and sterile, bounded the prospect. 
We saw many lonely spots, answering well to 
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Mrs. Hemans’s description in the Forest Sanc- 
tuary : — 

“ Wildest of all the savage glens that lie 
In far sierras, hiding their deep springs, 

And traversed but by storms or sounding eagle’s wings.” 

We met crowds of mules and donkeys, bearing 
in their panniers for shipment at, or use in Malaga, 
produce of various kinds, — grapes, raisins, and 
beans. On the top of the elevations the vines 
flourish, but the vintage was over when we passed. 
When we were within an hour’s drive of the sum- 
mit, one of the calesa horses gave in, refusing to 
go further ; so a rope had to be made fast to the 
other calesa, and the poor little animal attached to 
it stimulated to do the whole work — no easy task 
on such a road. 

The labourers employed in repairing the high- 
way were all armed with muskets, as no part of 
Spain has suffered so much from robbers. About 
a year previously the diligence had been stopped 
by banditti on these hills, fired at, and ransacked. 
The soldiers afterwards caught the authors of this 
outrage, and shot them summarily without trial. 
The garments taken from the passengers betrayed 
them. 
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At a little venta on the top of the hills, not far 
from the scene of this attack, we rested for a short 
time, to eat our sandwiches and drink our wine. 
This was a true specimen of a Spanish wayside 
tavern, where mules, hens, dogs, and human 
beings, mingle on the mud floor with swarms of 
vermin. A muddy but somewhat better road led 
us down into a valley and the little town of Col- 
menar. On the hill-slopes we observed several 
snug farm-houses, in vineyards and oliveyards, 
with curious avenues of cypress-trees. On our 
right and before us rose tremendous rocks, many 
thousand feet high, and quite destitute of vegeta- 
tion. Scotland can show few ranges so desolate, 
although Scotland’s poet has, in words that will 
live for ever, described a similar scene,* — 

“ But here, above, around, below, 

On mountain or in glen, 

Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower, 

Nor aught of vegetative power, 

The weary eye may ken ; 

For all is rocks at random thrown, 

Black waves, bare crags, and banka of atone.” 

The Vorst road I ever saw or heard of, — a mere 

• “ Lord of the Isles,” canto iiL 
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track, in fact, among stony hills, — conducts from 
Colmenar to the venta of Alfamate, a place some-* 
what like Tyndrum in Argyleshire, where, to save 
a dollar, which the greedy inmates demanded for a 
room, we ate a cold fowl and a dishful of boiled 
eggs among the rocks, leaving the remains of our 
feast to a mighty legion of black ants. But we 
had little time to delay, for our rate of progress in 
this vicinity was only two miles and a half an 
hour. 

Having for some time traversed a dreary glen 
among the mountains, flanked by precipitous rocks, 
we descended into a ravine covered with olive- 
trees, and then crossed a stony waste, where Indian 
coni grows amongst the huge boulders on the side 
of every eminence. The moon rose before we 
reached the valley of the Xenil, enabling us to 
observe that the scenery had improved very con- 
siderably. 

It was nearly eight o’clock when our rude 
vehicles entered Loja, a town of fourteen thousand 
inhabitants, where large shops, well lighted and 
filled with customers, rows of new houses, and a 
bustling population, gave unmistakeable evidence 
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of prosperity. The place derives its name from its 
situation, as “ Guardian” to the Vega of Granada. 
It is famous in the Moorish wars, having in 1488 
sustained a long siege from the Christians, and 
having been taken chiefly by the steady valour of 
Lord Rivers, who with his English auxiliaries 
fought in the army of Ferdinand and Isabella. 

No student of Spanish history can pass over the 
rugged sierras between Loja and the coast without 
thinking of the disasters which happened to that 
noble band of soldiers who, under the leadership 
of the Marquis of Cadiz, issued from the gates of 
Antequera to recover Malaga from the Africans; 
but on reaching the Axarquia, commanding a dis- 
tant view of the sea, experienced the first of those 
disasters which ended in the total dispersion of the 
band, and the death of their foremost champions. 
From the top of the cliffs the Moors hurled down 
on the mailed cavalry great masses of rock, while 
ignorant guides led them deeper and deeper into 
the recesses of a country where a few courageous 
mountaineers could defy the disciplined troops of 
Europe. Night overtook them in a wild glen, sur- 
rounded with beetling crags ; and as the shadows 

VOL. i. it 
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closed around, cries of “ El Zagal, El Zagal," 
resounded from rock to rock, beacon fires blazed on 
every hill, and on rushed to the conflict a host of 
revengeful Moslems. Daylight witnessed the 
Marquis of Cadiz flying over the mountains, his 
brothers transfixed by a hundred darts, and a 
crowd of Christian knights, once the flower of 
Castilian chivalry, now cold as the storm-beaten 
sierras covering “ la cuesta de lamatanza ,” — “ the 
hill of the massacre.” 

The stranger who must needs stop at the Parador 
de los Angeles in Loja, will find it necessary to eat 
bad provisions, sleep in beds literally swarming, 
and pay exorbitant charges. I shall never forget 
my sensations on awakening, after a night’s broken 
rest, and finding that my assailants were like the 
sands on the sea-shore for multitude. 

Early in the morning the market-place of the 
town presented to a stranger a curious appearance. 
I looked down from a height on a moving mass 
of men in long brown cloaks and sombreros, buying 
and selling all kinds of waxes and country produce; 
while beyond, the Xenil, dark and muddy, flowed 
among gardens and oliveyards to meet the Guadal- 
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quiver. How green its banks seemed to me after 
the treeless hills on the road from Malaga ! 

The kingdom of Granada is very mountainous. 
Between you and the deep-blue sky rise rugged 
chains of rocks without shrub or plant, enclosing 
sometimes, however, a fertile spot, where the fig 
and olive shelter the habitation of a peasant. 
Entering next a gloomy pass, you see an old 
Moorish watchtower frowning above you, or a 
village perched among the cliffs like the nest of an 
eagle ; then you pass along the edge of an awful 
precipice, by a path so narrow that you fear to 
look down into the abyss beneath. Sometimes 
your mule picks his way down the dry bed of a 
torrent ; and again he scrambles up broken steps in 
the face of terrific rocks, which seem to menace the 
traveller, who ventures among tke haunts of ban- 
ditti and the lurking-places of the wolf. 
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After a poor breakfast at Loja, we started for 
Granada, on a road which, excepting where it 
fords the streams, may be set down as the best in 
Spain. We had not advanced a mile, when a 
covered cart, drawn by three stout mules, passed us 
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at full gallop. This vehicle, without springs, 
seats, or leathern reins, was Her Majesty’s mail. 
On the wayside we observed several large olive 
farms and bean-fields. The peasants were busy 
ploughing and irrigating the land, which is better 
cultivated than any we had hitherto seen in the 
Peninsula. The water-courses reminded me of 
Italy, and the milky streams of the Tyrol and 
Lombardy. 

Leaving the Xenil, we crossed a bare table-land, 
destitute of anything but a few flocks of black 
sheep ; and, turning a corner, suddenly came in 
sight of the promised land, the classical Vega of 
Granada, a well-watered garden, like that which, 
by the banks of Hiddekel and Euphrates, was 
formed by the bountiful Creator of man. Far in 
the distance, the white buildings of the city looked 
down on a fruitful plain, while beyond them the 
mighty summits of the Sierra Nevada seemed to 
end in a heaven of clouds. At the western ex- 
tremity of the plain, under a lofty rock, we ob- 
served the Duke of Wellington’s estate, Soto di 
Roma. Stopping at a large vineyard, we bought 
for a halfpenny as many clusters of brown, red, 
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purple, and green grapes, as would have cost fifteen 
or sixteen shillings in England. 

Soon afterwards we passed through the walled 
village of Santa Fd, built by Ferdinand and Isa- 
bella when besieging Granada, to convince the 
Moors that surrender was inevitable. Nine of the 
cities of Spain contributed to tins work, “ which 
remains,” says Antonio Agapida, “ to this day, a 
monument of the piety of the Catholic sovereigns.” 

A conflagration having destroyed the Christian 
camp, the hopes of the Moslems rose ; but the 
dauntless queen, more effectually to protect her 
troops from such another disaster and from the 
winter rains, gave orders to erect a city, which, 
rising phantom-like from the plain, struck terror 
into the heart of Boabdil el Chico. There, too, 
Columbus, on his recall, formed with Isabella that 
treaty which resulted in adding a new world to the 
territories of Castile. 

“ I saw this morning near the trail,” writes a 
traveller journeying over the Rocky Mountains, 

“ a solitary rose, the first I have seen blooming in 
the prairies, the delightful fragrance of which in- 
stantly excited emotions of sadness and tenderness, • 
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by reviving in the memory a thousand associations 
connected with home, and friends, and civilization, 
all of which we had left behind for a weary journey 
through a desolate wilderness. It is not possible to 
describe the effect upon the sensibilities produced 
by that modest and lonely flower. The perfume 
exhaled from its petals, and enriching ‘ the desert 
air,’ addressed A language to the heart more thril- 
ling than the plaintive and impassioned accents 
from the inspired voice of music or poesy.” 

Feelings somewhat kindred to those thus beauti- 
fully described tilled my mind, when I found my- 
self really in Santa F<5, in the centre of that Vega 
where so many acts have been performed, scarcely 
exampled in the history of chivalry. There the 
Moorish cavalier Tarfb, overleaping the barriers of 
the camp, hurled his lance so near the royal pavi- 
lion that it quivered in the earth within hearing of 
the sovereigns ; there Fernando Perez del Pulgar 
replied by affixing to the principal mosque of 
Granada a tablet, bearing the words “AveMaria;” 
there Garcilasso de la Vega, in single combat, slew 
the bravest of the Mussulman warriors ; there was 
heard the mighty shout of “ Santiago, Santiago,” 
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when the Christian court and army saw the silver 
cross, the monument of victory, glittering in the 
sunbeams, on the great tower of the Alhambra. 
With these and other exploits my mind was 
occupied when treading this classic ground. It 
seemed as if the age of chivalry had revived ; as 
if the Generalife might once more display the 
banner of the Crescent, and the vineyards of the 
plain again afford camping ground for the plumed 
warriors, the dauntless heroes who have left their 
footsteps so deeply imprinted “in the sands of 
time.” 

Nothing can be more majestic than the appear- 
ance of Granada from the Vega, near Santa IV. 
Perched on the slope of the hills, flanked by the 
deep ravine of the Darro, and the valley of the 
Xenil, and crowned by the red walls of the Al- 
hambra, its houses seemed the vestibule of a 
glorious temple, with the plain as its court, the 
mountains of the Nevada as its minarets, and 
Mulahacen’s awful summit as the heaven-aspiring 
dome which guides the mariner far away on the 
blue Mediterranean. 

After the customhouse officers had searched our 
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luggage for provisions, an absurd practice still 
persevered in at the gates of cities in countries far 
more advanced than Spain, we drove along tlxe 
narrow streets amidst the jeers of straggling sol- 
diers and students, who appeared not to have seen 
a stranger for many a day, to Vasquez’s Fonda de 
la Amistad, a small but comfortable new hotel, 
which deserves the support of travellers. Senor 
Vasquez, a warm admirer of English manners, did 
everything in his power to render our residence in 
Granada agreeable, besides giving us much infor- 
mation regarding the lamentable state of his own 
native land. 

We had scarcely reached our rooms, when the 
rain descended in torrents from the Sierra Nevada, 
and the water-spouts from the house-tops poured 
floods upon the narrow lanes. Fortunately the 
weather, during the remainder of our stay, proved 
delightful. 

After breakfast next morning I went to the Post- 
office in quest of intelligence from home. , In Spain 
a list of all those to whom letters are addressed 
appears at the entrance to the bureau. Feeling 
certain that there were some for me, although none 
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had been thus advertised, I applied to the clerk, 
who referred me to the names posted up at the 
door, demanding to know the number of the one I 
wanted. By chance I asked him to show me a 
letter addressed “ Senor Hebenstcdt,” when lo ! 
he handed me one inscribed most legibly to 
myself. So much for the literature of the Spanish 
Post-office! These government functionaries ob- 
tain their situations entirely by interest, how- 
ever personally unfit to perform the duties de- 
volving on them. In many ways they plunder 
the public and disgrace their country. I have 
heard it confidently stated, that there are clerks 
in the public offices who can neither read nor 
write. 

Spain indeed urgently requires some stem re- 
former, who, fearless of party hate, might assume 
the reins of power, sweep the Augean stable, full 
as it is of the impurities of an unprincipled patron- 
age, and bring back that true freedom to the land 
which Mrs. Hemans says has been driven from it 
by her degenerate sons. 

Ascending the steep and narrow street in which 
our hotel was situated, until we reached a large 
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square, we turned to the right up the Calle de 
los Gomeles, and soon found ourselves at a 
massive portal, built by Charles V, and forming 
the entrance to the Alhambra — the Gate of the 
Pomegranates, so famous in history and song. A 
broad walk, overshadowed by lofty elms imported 
from England and watered by artificial channels, 
led us to the Gate of Justice, a noble arch, with a 
hand and a key graven over the doorway. Accord- 
ing to an old legend, when this hand reaches the 
key, the whole pile will crumble into dust, and 
reveal the treasures hidden in former ages by the 
Moslems. Entering, we stood in the Plaza de los 
Algibes, or Place of the Cisterns, so called from the 
great reservoirs below it, cut out of the solid rock 
by the Moors. A few soldiers now guard the old 
fortress, because prisoners are kept in the Alcazaba. 
They are no longer the half-starved, badly clothed 
wretches which former travellers described; for 
General Narvaez has put the army on a new 
and better footing, so that now they compare 
advantageously, in appearance at least, with any 
troops in Europe, the British only excepted. 

On our right was the huge square palace, to 
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build which Charles V. knocked down part of 
the Moorish dwelling ; but reserving the wonders 
which it partially hides to another visit, we turned 
first to the left, and ascended the Torre de la 
Vela, or Tower of the Watch, occupying the 
extreme point of the rock, and looking down on 
the city. A belfry has been placed on the top. 
They ring the bell on the anniversary of the taking 
of Granada : it also regulates the irrigation of the 
Vega. From this elevation we enjoyed a most 
superb view of the country. 

The Alhambra stands on a precipitous hill, a 
spur of the Sierra Nevada, 2,700 feet long by 700 
wide, of great height, and separating the narrow 
ravine of the Darro from the wider valley of the 
Xenil. The sides of this eminence form a plan- 
tation of elms, fig-trees, and vines, with delightfully 
odoriferous flowers, watered by channels cut by 
the Moors, which derive their supply from the 
hills behind, by means of an aqueduct. 

The city proper lies immediately below the 
fortress, on the tongue of land formed by the two 
rivers at their junction. The streets, being narrow, 
are scarcely visible from the watch-tower ; but the 
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churches, especially the cathedral, rise conspicu- 
ously above the brown roofs of the houses. 

On the hill slope across the Darro stands the 
Albaycin, a large suburb, or rather half of the 
city, where Boabdil retired with his adherents, 
when driven by traitors from his hereditary halls. 
Further up the gorge of the stream, holes in the 
rock indicate the dwellings of the gipsies. Shall 
I attempt to describe the prospect towards the 
fertile Vega, that “ vast garden of delight,” the 
land of wood and rills of water, of orchards and 
vineyards, with its groves of orange, citron, and 
myrtle, its limpid fountains, its meadows, corn- 
fields, plantations of olives and mulberry-trees, a 
paradise of pleasant places amid the dreary plains 
of Spain ? Thirty miles long by twenty-five broad, 
and two thousand four hundred feet above the sea, 
it unites the delicious climate of Southern Europe 
with the coolness of a less heated air; the pro- 
ductions of Germany there grow side by side with 
those of the Barbary coast. 

Between it and the Mediterranean, mountains 
covered with perpetual snow, the majestic Sierra 
Nevada, arrest the progress of those withering 
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winds which come from the great desert of Sahara ; 
while on the north, the Sierra de Elvira, a pictu- 
resque range, on which we witnessed the most 
beautiful effects of light and shade, shut out this 
secluded spot from the valley of the Guadalquiver. 
Perpetual verdure decks this extended plain, for 
numerous streams descend from the hills, which, 
flowing less impetuously as they reach more level 
ground, in ten thousand channels meander grace- 
fully among the groves. No wonder that the 
Moors imagined the Paradise of their prophet to 
be placed in that part of heaven which overhung 
the kingdom of Granada. There the fragrance of 
the rose and the citron bower mingle with the 
breezes from the mountains, while the serenity of 
the sky, when its deep azure, as the sun declines, 
is dyed with tints of glory, reminds one that even 
■within sight of those snowy peaks he can yet enjoy 
“ the rich evening of a southern heaven.” 

The new soil brought down by the torrents from 
the decomposition of the rocks, and by means of 
the irrigating process spread over the fields, adds 
greatly to the fertility of the Vega. 

But, to return to our prospect ; far away in the 
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direction of the Loja we could distinguish the wind- 
ings of the Xenil, with Soto di Roma and Santa Fd 
nearer the city, like storehouses among the vine- 
yards of the plain. But where, we asked, is the 
desolate spot where Boabdil bid farewell to his 
beautiful kingdom, the place familiar to all readers 
of Spanish history as “ el ultimo suapiro del Moro," 
— “ the last sigh of the Moor?” 

“ Yonder,” pointing to an eminence toward the 
south and west, “ yonder,” said an old woman, 
who keeps the Torre de la Vela, “ is the very point 
for which you inquire.” 

Between us and these heights was the valley of 
the Xenil, with tire well-shaded Alameda of the 
city; and close to the junction of the two rivers, 
we could see the house where Boabdil is said to 
have delivered up to his conquerors the keys of 
Granada. This account, however, though adopted 
by Prescott and Irving, seems at variance with a 
bas-relief on the altar of the royal chapel in the 
cathedral, which represents the Moorish king on 
his knees at the Gate of the Pomegranates, giving 
the keys to Ferdinand, Isabella, and Cardinal 
Mendoza, who are all on horseback ; while a train, 
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either of downcast Moslems, or Christian captives, 
I forget which, issues from the portal of the 
Alhambra. 

Whilst we were enjoying this magnificent pro- 
spect from the Tower of the Watch, the peaks of 
the Sierra Nevada remained lost in the clouds ; but 
above us the red hill, on which, in Moorish times, 
stood the mosque, overshadowed the gardens in 
which the Generalife, the summer palace of the 
African sovereigns, is embosomed. This delight- 
ful villa now belongs to the Marquis of Campo- 
tejar, who resides at Genoa. It is a white building, 
the most elevated in Granada, with balconies and 
terraced pleasure-grounds, fanned always by the 
breezes from the adjoining Sierra. 

On the Vela Tower the Christian flag was first 
hoisted, when the city surrendered to the victorious 
army of Castile and Aragon. On the top of a rock 
between it and the Xenil stand the Vermilion 
Towers, the origin of which remains in obscurity, 
but they appear much older than the Alhambra. 
No histories have ever interested me so much as 
those of the conquest of Spain by the Moors, and 
the reconquest of Granada by Ferdinand and 
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Isabella. Replete with instances of noble daring, 
heroic self-devotion, and chivalrous valour, they 
inspire an ardent longing on the part of the reader 
to behold the soul-stirring scenes. Need, then, 
I say what were my feelings, when I first ascended 
the Torre de la Vela, and beheld amid nature’s 
magnificence the Vega of Granada stretched out 
before me ? The realization of the waking dreams 
of boyhood chained me to the spot. 

But much remained to be seen. Returning 
therefore to the Plaza de los Algibes, and passing 
on the left the palace of Charles V, we arrived at 
a high stone wall, and knocked at a little door. 
It opened, and behold ! a peep of a different world ; 
it closed, and we found ourselves, with nothing to 
remind us of the unpoetical age we had left, 
walking beneath the arches of the Court of the 
Fishpond, the noble Alberca, where reclined the 
Mussulman monarchs of Spain. No part of the 
Alcazar at Seville can be compared with this 
quadrangle. Its graceful pillars and filagree work, 
its basin of pure waters stocked with gold fish 
and surrounded by a hedge of myrtle, and its cool 
marble halls, seemed to invite a luxurious repose. 
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Could this fairy scene be a reality, or had the 
wand of a magician recalled the glories of the past? 
We looked around for an answer to the question, 
and beheld a portal, passing through which we 
found ourselves in the Court of the Lions ; the most 
magnificent specimen of Moorish architecture in 
the world. One hundred and forty elegant pillars 
there support the arches and decorated roof ; while 
in the centre, a fountain, raised on the backs of 
lions, throws up its cooling streams. Need we 
wonder that Boabdil sighed on leaving a palace 
like this? I felt, on entering the court, small 
though it is, as if in the presence of those warrior 
kings whose names for so many ages struck terror 
into Christendom. 

Two apartments, of beautiful proportions and 
ornamented with remarkable taste, open from this 
court — the Hall of the Abencerrages, where history 
or fable tells us that that tribe were treacherously 
murdered by Abenabdoulah, and the Sala de las 
dos Hermanas, or Two Sisters, where you see 
a gallery for ladies, from the jalousies of which 
they could, while unseen, gaze on the company. 
The eastern end of the Court of the Lions conducts 
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to the Hall of Justice, adorned with a fresco re- 
presenting Moorish counsellors in divan assembled. 
The floors of the halls are of white marble, and 
recesses in the walla of that called the Two Sisters 
indicate the former position of the sleeping apart- 
ments. The window of this elegant room looks 
into the garden of Lindaraxa, a lovely open space, 
fragrant with the perfume of lemons, oranges, and 
flowers. In the apartments opposite, Washington 
Irving, to whom the Alhambra owes half its 
charms, took up his abode. 

As we gazed on this scene of enchantment, the 
sun shone brightly on the shrubs, a gentle breeze 
rustled the orange branches, and the smell of 
odoriferous plants rose towards the balconies. 
I could almost fancy myself borne back to the 
times when dark-eyed beauties peopled these fairy 
bowers, and the courts of the Alhambra were one 
blaze of purple and of gold. 

The Tocador, or Balcony of the Sultanas, occu- 
pies an aerial tower, looking down on the Darro and 
across to the Albaycin, In one comer of it a large 
marble flag full of holes, through which the smoke 
of perfumes ascended from the furnaces below, 
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shows the spot where the Moorish Queen sat to be 
fumigated. From this cabinet the ladies could, 
themselves invisible, watch the city and enjoy 
the charming prospect from their windows. 
The lofty rock beneath is quite perpendicular. 
The stranger next descends into the secret room, 
entering, from the garden of Lindaraxa, an apart- 
ment constructed as a whispering gallery, near the 
ante-rooms and baths, where, soothed by strains 
of music, the lords of creation smoked and lounged 
on divans. 

Returning, we had a fine vista of the little 
orange grove through the vaulted treasure room, 
guarded by two figures, who look towards the 
same spot, and revealed thereby, according to the 
legend, the stores of gold there hidden. Beyond 
this curious passage is the mosque, which 
Charles V. converted into a paltry chapel. 
Ascending from this tour of the lower rooms, we 
found ourselves suddenly in the magnificent Hall 
of the Ambassadors, where Boabdil assembled a 
council of warriors, alcaydes, and alfaquis, or 
doctors of the faith, before he surrendered Granada 
to the Christians. It occupies the entire base 
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of the Tower of Comares, being thirty-seven feet 
square and seventy-five feet high. In the recess 
of the window, which overlooks the Darro, stood 
the throne. The walls are covered with Moorish 
inscriptions, and a fine dark roof adds greatly to 
the elegance of the apartment. In the long ante- 
room adjoining the neighbouring Court of the 
Alberca, you see remnants of the ancient gilding, 
which have suffered little in the freshness of their 
colour from the destroying hand of time. Mosaic 
work, disposed in curious festoons, ornaments the 
lower part of the walls. 

This terminates the splendid suite of courts and 
halls where dwelt the Arab conquerors of Granada. 
From without, no beauty can be discerned. A poor 
tiled roof, rough red walls of gravel and pebbles 
daubed over with plaster, windows of unequal size 
and irregularly placed, and balconies of coarse 
materials, give no indication that within may be 
seen a palace unlike anything else on earth, the 
very fairy abode of which we read in our youth in 
those tales of genii familiar to the Arabian ear. 

Returning once more to the Court de los Algibes, 
we followed a path leading through the dirty 
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village, which, with its church, occupies the 
opposite side of the hill, and entering a little 
garden, crossed it to the Torre de las Infantas, 
where Zayda, Zorayda, and Zorahayda were con- 
fined, and from the window of which two of them 
escaped to the arms of Christian cavaliers. As a 
dirty, miserable family inhabit this tower, the fine 
carving is being rapidly spoiled by the smoke. 
A savage looking lad rushed out when we reached 
the door. The tower is one of four which rise 
above the walls of the fortress, where they approach 
the narrow ravine separating it from the gardens 
of the Generalife. 

Another of them, called La Torre de los Siete 
Suelos, or of the Seven Floors, celebrated in the 
vicinity as the scene of strange apparitions, has 
become still more noted since Mr. Irving’s dis- 
covery that by it Boahdil departed from the 
Alhambra. Great masses of stone, covered by 
fig-trees and other plants, lie round this porch, 
monuments of the devastation committed by the 
French, when they evacuated the fortress. The 
sun being exceedingly powerful, we gladly escaped 
from its rays to the gardens of the Generalife, 
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where nut-trees, cypresses, and vines trained on 
forest trees, afford a delightful refuge. Ascending 
to the summer tower above the palace, we enjoyed 
a view still finer than that obtained from the 
Torre de la Vela, for at our feet lay the Alhambra, 
with its halls, courts, and towers. In the patio 
of this villa are cypresses seven hundred years old, 
the scene of Queen Zoraya’s reputed misdemeanour 
with the Abencerrage. The rooms contain inferior 
pictures of Ferdinand, Isabella, Charles V., Boabdil, 
and Gonsalvo di Cordova. 

Our homeward route lay along a steep path, 
leading down the ravine, between the Alhambra 
and the Generalife, and looking across to the 
Albaycin, with the gipsy dwellings in the caves 
on the Darro. From the opposite side of that 
stream the red walls of the Vela and Comares 
towers, and the balcony of the sultanas, have a 
most imposing effect. We retraced our way to 
the hotel by the “ Zacatin,” or street of shop- 
keepers, still cheerful, though not so bustling 
as when monarchs reigned in the commanding 
fortress. 

In the Royal Chapel of the Cathedral are two 
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splendid marble monuments, one to Ferdinand and 
Isabella, the other to Philip and Joanna, the two 
latter lying with averted faces, in death as in life 
estranged. No one must visit this place, where 
they hand him Ferdinand’s sword and crown him 
with his diadem, without descending into the 
dreary vault, where that monarch and his once 
energetic queen sleep in leaden coffins till the 
resurrection of the just. The adjoining cathedral 
itself is a large edifice, conceived in the worst 
possible taste, and remarkable for nothing but 
whitewash and gilding. What a pity that the 
money which its erection cost, had not been 
expended in dignifying Granada with another 
temple like that of Seville, for the worship of the 
Most High ! 

Granada contains about 60,000 inhabitants ; 
the Darro, in some places arched over like a drain, 
divides it into two parts. The Carrera avenue 
leads along its banks to the Xenil and the Alameda. 
That portion of the city has spacious streets : but 
the other thoroughfares are mere lanes, opening 
into two squares, the Plaza de la Constitucion, 
formerly well known as the Vivarrambla, and the 
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Plaza Nueva. The shops and most of the houses 
are in the Moorish style ; some of the narrow ways 
reminded me of the bazaars at Smyrna. , 

One morning, before breakfast, I took a walk 
down the Carrera avenue to the junction of the 
Darro with the Xenil, and then along the Alameda 
by the banks of the latter. The air was bitterly 
cold, for during the night a snow-storm had 
whitened the Sierra Nevada, and the wind blew 
directly from its summits. This public promenade 
is extensive and well laid out ; fountains cool its 
groves, and canals from the Xenil produce perpetual 
verdure. In the forenoon we sallied out to visit 
the Cartuja convent, situated some little distance 
from the northern suburbs. Our way lay by the 
Triunfo, a pretty public garden which two years 
ago was a waste, but the shrubs and trees have 
grown wonderfully in that short time. Government 
now owns the convent, having sold, on the confis- 
cation of monastic property, the extensive walled 
garden, to a lady for a tenth part of its value. 

Several now wealthy families in Spain owe their 
riches to these spoils. We must recollect, however, 
that in buying them even at a very cheap rate, 
VOL. i. I 
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they incurred a great risk ; for, had Don Carlos 
succeeded, they would have lost their purchase- 
money, besides suffering punishment for their 
rapacity and treason to the priesthood. Entering 
the now deserted halls, we were ushered through 
a door formed of tortoiseshell and ivory, richly 
inlaid, into the chapel, and from thence into the 
sacristy, which, in point of tasteful decoration, can 
scarcely be excelled. Between splendid pilasters 
of jasper are armoires, or drawers, of cedar, faced 
and covered with tortoiseshell, ebony, and ivory, 
where formerly the priests kept their vestments. 
Graceful pillars of jasper, with marble capitals, 
surmount the altar, which, on each side, has two 
splendid fonts of agate built into the walL Some 
good frescoes adorn the roof of this handsome apart- 
ment, now tenantless, empty, and silent as the 
tomb. 

We next climbed the steep street of the Albaycin, 
inhabited chiefly by gipsies. The petticoats of 
the women, short, flounced, and invariably of 
bright colours, such as yellow and red, have a 
singular effect in the doors of low filthy dwellings. 
Arrived at the terrace on the hill top in front of 
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St. Nicholas’s Church, we had a splendid prospect, 
for the clouds had cleared away, revealing distinctly 
objects which had before been hidden. 

Before us the snowy peak of Veleta towered 
ten thousand feet above the plain, its hoary 
summit contrasting beautifully with the trees and 
gardens of the Generalife and Alhambra in the 
foreground, most of them as yet green, though a 
few were tinged with the yellow of autumn. 
Another white mountain closed the view towards 
the head waters of the Darro ; between which and 
the elevation where we stood, the College on Monte 
Sacro rose conspicuously above the gipsy holes in 
the rocks. In my opinion, the Moorish palace 
appears to the greatest advantage from this point, 
its various buildings, and the singularity of its 
position, standing out into bold- relief. 

Let us again enter the Gate of the Pomegra- 
nates, and after climbing the steep hill, to inspect 
the curious old Vermilion Towers, retrace our steps 
to the Portal of Justice, so called because between 
the outer and inner gateways, in Moorish times, 
judges sat to hear pleading; a custom common in 
the East, and mentioned frequently in the Scrip- 
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lures.* Under the dominion of the Arabs, the 
Alhambra could hold 40,000 men ; it as frequently 
served as a refuge for the king against rebellious 
subjects, as a stronghold to defy foreign foe3. 

Until within the last few years, no one cared for 
its noble monuments, which consequently fell 
rapidly into decay. Contrabandistas and lawless 
characters there took up their abode to escape the 
officers of justice, who might have seized them in 
the town below. To such an extent indeed had 
this gone, that the palace of the Moorish kings had 
become in very truth a den of robbers. Now all 
such characters have been expelled ; no longer can 
idlers be seen angling for swallows from the walls, 
and convicts are constantly employed repairing and 
restoring whatever seems likely to decay. Half 
the houses in the village adjoining were some 
time ago demolished by order of government, but 
the outer towers yet remain in the possession of 
the tatterdemalion families whom Washington 
Irving so graphically describes. “ I have often 
observed,” says that delightful writer, “that the 
more proudly a mansion has been tenanted in the 
* Daniel ii. 49. 
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days of its prosperity, the humbler are its inhabit- 
ants in the day of its decline, and that the palace 
of the king commonly ends in being the nestling 
place of the beggar.” 

Entering once more the Court of the Myrtles, 
let us lingef a moment to observe the minute and 
intricate fretwork of stucco over the pillars, the 
peristyles paved with marble, and the oft-repeated 
Arabic inscription, “ There is no conqueror but 
God or shall we pass into the ante-chamber, to 
admire again the coloured ornaments, the red, 
yellow, and blue of which the Moors were so 
fond? 

Slowly we wander into the Court of the Lions, 
and leaning against one of that graceful colonnade 
which surrounds it, gaze on the border of small 
escutcheons on the walls, or that alabaster fountain 
which cooled the Royal Moors. How beautiful 
the roof of the Sala de las do3 Hermanas, shining 
with lapis lazuli, and the noble Hall of the 
Abencerrages, where at night, it is said, low 
murmuring sounds may be heard, as the spirits of 
the mighty dead converse together, in their un- 
known sepulchres. Moderns ascribe these noises 
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to the dropping and flowing of the water, which 
runs through every part of the hill ; but the 
popular belief must not thus be rudely assailed : 

“ When Science from creation's face 
Enchantment’s veil withdraws, 

What lovely visions then give place, 

To cold material laws.” 

Do ray readers recollect that in the Hall of 
Justice high mass was performed, in the presence 
of Ferdinand and Isabella, after the capture of the 
city ? At that Te Deurn Columbus was present. 
Imagination nearly persuaded me that I heard the 
Gloria in excelsis, and saw the careworn face of 
him who added a greater kingdom than Granada 
to the dominions of Spain. How thrilling must 
have been that scene, when the Court of the Lions 
was filled with Castilian chivalry, and rung with 
the praises of the Christian’s God! Lurking 
among the ruins on the neighbouring hill, the Silla 
del Moro, where sat Boabdil on a former occasion, 
looking down on a rebellious town, might not some 
forlorn Moor have been watching the gorgeous 
spectacle below, as the voices of chanters rose on 
the breeze, the Catholic flag floated from the Vela 
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Tower, and the tramp of Andalucian steeds 
mingled with the hum of the distant city, in which 
the Christians celebrated their victory? Even to 
this day the Moors cherish the belief that they will 
reconquer Granada ; for this they offer up prayers 
every Friday, and some of them preserve carefully 
the keys of apartments in the Alhambra, which 
their ancestors occupied, and where they hope 
their children will dwell. 

But hand me Washington Irving’s charming 
tales, that I may read alone in Lindaraxa’s garden, 
undisturbed except by the chirping of the swallow, 
or the rustling of the orange leaves, as the breeze 
from the sierra plays among the branches. Time 
flies, however, and I must begone. I hasten along 
the corridor, taking a last look at the Albaycin 
from the Balcony of the Sultanas, to the Hall of 
the Ambassadors, where months might be spent 
by the scholar in deciphering the sentences from 
the Koran, and other ornaments on the walls. 
As the day is clear, let me now ascend the tottering 
brick staircase leading to the Tower of Comares, 
from which Boabdil’s mother lowered her son to 
save him from his foes. From the top of this 
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building, the highest in the Alhambra, 1 again 
enjoyed the prospect of the striking scenery 
around. Below me were the halls, courts, and 
corridors of the fairy palace; hundreds of feet 
' further down, the Darro trickled along its stony 
bed ; among the rocks on its banks I could see the 
flaming petticoats of the gipsy women as they 
scaled to their dens from the city; the sound of 
church bells, and the stentorian tones of water- 
carriers invoking custom, rose on the wind ; while 
far above the green foliage of the Generalife, 
Veleta reared in middle air his diadem of snow. 

Lonely and forsaken now are the halls of the 
Alhambra. There no longer minstrels mingle 
their strains with the murmur of fountains; no 
longer turbaned brows gaze from the battlements 
on the lances of the plain; the atabal has been 
hushed; the revels are over, and not a sound 
disturbs the deserted palace, but the shrill note of 
the martlet, and the melancholy sighing of the 
wind. But, shade of Boabdil el Chico ! hast thou 
not been revenged ; is not your ancient palace an 
apt emblem of that desolate land from which the 
Moslems were driven ; do not the sterile valleys of 
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the Alpuxarras lament the cruel expulsion of the 
industrious Moors? How would the generous 
Isabella weep, were she to arise and behold the 
fallen fortunes of the once great Castile 1 

Once in descending from a visit to the Alhambra, 
we chose a path by the Vermilion Towers, which 
we thought would lead us direct to the banks of 
the Xenil ; but on reaching the base of the hill, wc 
soon lost ourselves in the narrow ill-paved streets, 
which verily were constructed without a plan. In 
the course of our walks, we observed many signs 
of industry, especially among the females of the 
population. 

Throughout the province, much attention is 
paid to the rearing of silk-worms, and consequently 
to the cultivation of mulberry-trees, on the leaves 
of which these voracious animals feed. The pea- 
sants carefully tend the plants, cut off their tops to 
increase the number of leaves, and take care never 
to present damp food to the insects. By these and 
other means they have arrived at great perfection 
in the production of silk, which the women of the 
city wind and weave. Woollen and linen Stuffs 
also employ in their manufacture a considerable 
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portion of the inhabitants, who work, like the 
Scotch, in their own dwellings. 

With Granada and the Alhambra I was any- 
thing but disappointed, although for years I had 
looked forward to behold a fairy palace and a noble 
town. Seen from the Vega, or the heights of the 
Albaycin, the Moorish fortress appears a striking 
and superbly situated ruin. When monarchs there 
held their court, how brilliant must have been the 
lovely halls within. Now all is changed; their 
glory has departed, and time is carrying on the 
work which ruthless ignorance began; sometimes, 
too, the ground trembles under the red walls, and 
it would not much surprise me to hear that another 
and greater earthquake has converted the tottering 
palace with its watch-towers and gardens into a 
rocky and desolate waste. To say so, would be 
heresy in tire opinion of those deluded Moors, who 
pray for restoration to Granada, in the mosques of 
Barbary, who in poverty and exile preserve their 
Spanish titles in the hovels of Tetuan; but let 
them come and see the cracked walls and crushed 
arches, let them remember the convulsions of the 
earth by which Charles V. was deterred from 
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finishing his palace, before expressing so confident 
a belief that a Mahometan prince will yet reign in 
the Court of the Lions; that a muezzin will yet 
rom the Vela Tower summon the faithful to 
prayers. Pleasant indeed it is to indulge such 
hopes; but they are vain; for Islamism no longer 
girds on its sword to conquer; its power culminated 
in the West when the Saracens reached Tours, 
and the Moslems of the East now entertain ideas 
far different from those still fondly cherished in 
Africa; they look forward to a time, not of conquest 
and triumph, not to extension of empire on the 
Danube and the Drave, but to a season of weak- 
ness and decay, that will end when the cross once 
more gleams from the dome of St. Sophia, and the 
colours of a Christian host wave from the Seraskier’s 
Tower. 

The religion of Mahomet appears to me more 
like the comet which, describing in the heavens an 
erratic course, alarms the rustic unversed in its 
locomotive laws, than like the planets, which, re- 
volving regularly in their spheres, seem to teach 
the immutability of God. From the deserts of 
Arabia it burst upon mankind; astonishment seized 
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upon the Christian powers after Damascus and 
Grand Cairo fell, and Europe started as if paralysed 
by an electric shock, when Constantine Palasologus 
cast away the purple amid the ruins of Byzantium. 
.Scarcely had the chivalry of the West recovered 
from the effects of a blow so discouraging, when 
the victory of Mohacs opened up new countries to 
the ambition of Sulieman the Magnificent, and the 
universal panic continued to prevail, till Charles 
Martel showed that the Saracens were not invin- 
cible; till they shrank back from the walls of 
Vienna, when the adjoining heights displayed the 
banners of John Sobieski, King of Poland. History 
relates no career more wonderful than that of the 
Moslem conquerors, from the date of the Hegira, 
to the time when every mother in Christendom 
prayed for deliverance from the armies of the cres- 
cent. But as a meteor rushing through the sky, 
it passed over us, for a moment striking terror into 
men, then sinking into sudden night. The con- 
quests of the Arab, like his style of building, soon 
reached their zenith, and as rapidly were checked. 
“ Much he achieved; and yet, in the effort of his 
overtaxed invention, restrained from its proper food, 


Digitized by Google 



RELIGION OF MAHOMET. 


181 


he made his architecture a glittering vacillation of 
undisciplined enchantment, and left the lustre of 
its edifices to wither like a startled dream, whose 
beauty we may indeed feel, and whose instruction 
we may receive, but must smile at its inconsistency 
and mourn over its evanescence.” * 

♦ Ruskin’s “Stones of Venice," vol. i. p. 229. 
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Granada by moonlight! The evening before 
our departure "was cloudless, and the moon shone 
clear in the heavens. I ascended to the flat roof 
of the hotel, to enjoy the extraordinary prospect 
around. The houses and narrow streets of the old 
town were buried in silence, and the chastened 
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rays of “ the light by night ” shone full on their 
turrets and balconies ; here and there a huge church 
rose grimly above them, and the Alhambra’s red 
towers appeared like giant guardians of the sleeping 
city. Beyond the dark Vega I could distinguish 
the rocky hills of Elvira, and towards the south- 
east, the heavens seemed to touch 

“ Th’ eternal enow that crowns Veleta’s head.” • 

A few light fleecy clouds hovered on the other 
peaks of the Sierra, serving only to mark their 
great elevation above the plain. Now and then a 
bell tolled, and a cold breeze, descending from the 
mountains, fanned the housetops. What a scene 
for Salvator Rosa! Would that some native genius 
might arise to immortalize this province as that 
great painter has immortalized the Abruzzi! I felt 

a sort of indescribable awe, produced partly by the 

\ 

novelty and grandeur of the scene stretched out 
before me, the snowy hills, the grim old Alhambra, 
and the Moorish city, and partly by the historical 
recollections connected with places, which, though 
familiar to me as household words, I had scarcely 

* Mrs. Hcmans’s “ Abencerrage." 
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expected to behold. The moon was careering 
in the sky, and illuminating the white diadem of 
Veleta; the Vela Tower of the fortress seemed to 
approach nearer as the light changed, and shadows 
came and went on the slopes of the sierras, like 
spirits moving to their midnight revelry. I wished 
that some African santon, versed in the legends of 
Granada, might join me on the balcony, to speak 
rapturously of the scenery, and mutter imprecations 
on the head of Boabdil el Chico, who gave up all 
to the Christians. 

In Spain it is often no easy matter to get seats 
in the diligences. So few public conveyances 
travel on the roads, that places in them are fre- 
quently secured weeks beforehand. For this reason, 
we found ourselves under the necessity of travel- 
ling from Granada to Madrid, a journey of sixty 
hours, although only two hundred and twenty miles, 
in the rotonde. The Spanish diligences are built 
in the same form as the French, but drawn by 
mules instead of horses. Generally speaking, 
however, two small horses act as leaders to a team 
of from six to eight mules. On one of these a lad 
rides, and, incredible as the statement may appear, 
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the same boy rode without rest, except at meals, 
from mid-day on Wednesday, until one o’clock on 
Saturday morning, or the entire distance to the 
capital. Strangers may well wonder how these 
postilions can survive such extraordinary exertion. 
Alongside of each team a driver runs, not so much 
to guide the animals, as to whip those which 
cannot be reached either by the conductor or the 
lad on the leader. These men run surprisingly 
fast. Instead of the sombrero, which will not 
keep on during quick motion, they wear parti- 
coloured handkerchiefs wrapped round their heads. 
Soldiers always accompany the diligence between 
Granada and Malaga, on account of the frequent 
robberies committed on that road ; but of late this 
guard has been discontinued on the Madrid route, 
which is patrolled constantly by gens-d’armes, 
both on foot and horseback. We saw great num- 
bers of tl^ese officers — fierce-looking fellows they 
are, with their cocked hats, muskets and musta- 
chios, as they unexpectedly rise up from the brush- 
wood to see who passes. 

The interior of our conveyance contained six 
cloaked Spaniards ; four men in jackets and 
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sombreros occupied the banquette, and a gentleman 
with his wife and two boys the coupd. These last 
behaved with politeness, but the others, like most 
of their countrymen with whom we came into con- 
tact, did not favourably impress us. I certainly 
was disappointed to find that persons moving in 
good society thought nothing, like their Gallic 
neighbours, of staring at, standing before, and 
pushing against ladies, or of sneering at the cos- 
tume of strangers. Excepting in Italy, one rarely 
meets on the continent with really polished man- 
ners, although somehow or other a mo3t nlistaken 
idea has got abroad, that rudeness characterises 
the Anglo-Saxon race. “ I have before this been 
convinced,” says a very competent judge — Lady 
Emmeline Stuart Wortley,* “that no manners on 
earth can be more thoroughly distinguished, noble, 
and gracefully polished than those of a high-born 
American gentleman; nay, I doubt wljether any 
can equal them, unless those of our own country- 
men.” Those who have seen much of European 
travelling, and who have also visited our Trans- 
atlantic friends in their own land, know well how 
* “ Travels in the United States," vol. ii. p. 243. 
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true this testimony is. Those, on the other hand, 
whose continental experience consists of a trip up 
the Rhine, or a week in Paris, whose acquaintance 
with the United States goes no further than meet- 
ing half a dozen vulgar commercial travellers of 
that nation, have uniformly arrived at a different 
conclusion. I have met with more rudeness in 
France than during a journey of several thousand 
miles in the territory of the Western Republic, 
and I have heard many old travellers say that 
there is more true politeness, although less grimace, 
among the working classes in England, than among 
the so-called gentlemen, in countries where true 
religion has not softened the intercourse of men, 
where woman never has been respected, and where 
little is known of a cheerful, virtuous, happy 
home. 

Yet, I did expect to find more nobility of man- 
ners in Spain. The Castilian peasant may be a 
highminded being, but no country can prosper 
with such an ignorant and degraded higher class. 
With nothing in which to take an interest, ener- 
vated by climate, indolent from temperament, the 
hidalgo wraps his cloak around him, touches his 
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guitar, and indulges in every pleasure which re- 
quires neither exertion nor mind. In Madrid, 
indications of general profligacy amongst the upper 
ranks, of a very unmistakeable nature, everywhere 
meet the eye; indeed, it may be fairly questioned if 
there exists in Europe a race so debased as the 
aristocracy of Spain. The palace sets the example, 
its visitors imitate f can we therefore wonder if the 
lower classes are becoming more addicted to vice ? 
Men usually follow the pattern of their superiors, 
and after what has transpired in the most exalted 
circle, what can we expect of peasants and mule- 
teers ? This subject, although delicate, must 
not be overlooked; for where moral character is 
awanting, energy, industry, and national improve- 
ment will be looked for in vain: “Righteousness 
exaltetli a nation; but sin is a reproach to any 
people;” so says the Wise Man, and history well 
bears out the truth of his maxim.* 

In every truly great country morality and 

• Sir Walter Scott, in his Life of Napoleon, justly observes, 
that “ Patriotism has always been found to flourish in that state 
of society which is most favourable to the stern and manly 
virtues of self-denial, temperance, chastity, contempt of luxury, 
and patient exertion; and the public spirit of a nation has 
invariably borne a just proportion to its private morals.” 
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religion have a certain hold upon the minds of 
the people ; hut unblushing vice, like an insidious 
disease, undermines the very foundation of national 
prosperity. Spain may struggle to maintain her 
place among the powers of Europe, but the attempt 
will prove hopeless, until greater respect be paid to 
the laws of heaven. A moral must precede a 
political reform, permanently to raise that miser- 
able country from her debased position, and that 
moral reformation must begin in high places, in 
that palace whose intrigues have scandalised the 
best friends of constitutional freedom.* “ It delights 
me to think,” wrote one of the best of men,t “that, 
after all, monarchy is so congenial to man, that the 
monarch has simply to show himself, and have a 
tolerable character, and he is sure of the honest 
welcome and cordiality of alljhis subjects.” This 
sentiment will be disputed by few who have 
studied human nature ; it applies more empha- 

• “It well beseemeth that in princes’ hall 
That vertue should be plentifully found, 

Which of all goodly manners is the ground, 

And roote of civill conversation.” 

Spenser’s “ Fairie Queene,” book vi. 

+ Rev. Dr. Chalmers's Memoir, vol. ii. p. 402. 
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tically to nations which can boast of a glorious 
history ; but nothing would surprise me less than 
to hear that Spain had proclaimed a republic. 

We started from Granada at twelve o’clock, on 
a fine clear day, in a diligence drawn by five 
horses and four mules, and for the first few miles, 
the road being good, we galloped along at a 
famous pace, animated by the shouts of the driver 
as he lashed his team. When clouds do not ob- 
scure its summits, the Sierra Nevada has a most 
imposing appearance from the plain. We were 
fortunate enough to see distinctly, and for several 
hours, the whole range as far eastward as the 
rounded top of Mulahacen, twelve thousand seven 
hundred feet above the sea. But Veleta, ■which 
more immediately rises above Granada, being of a 
more conical form, appears higher, though in reality 
lower than its giant neighbour. The road to 
Madrid passes through the well-cultivated and irri- 
gated Yega. Several aqueducts conveying water 
from the heights cross it, and on both sides, for a 
long distance, you see nothing' but gardens of fig- 
trees, oranges, vines, melons, olives, nuts, vegetables, 
and Indian com. 
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On leaving this fertile plain the highway becomes 
worse, and continues had all the way to the capital, 
excepting for a few miles near Cardenas, where it 
crosses the hills between Andalucia and La Mancha. 
Although the traffic on it, especially after it joins 
the road to Cadiz and Seville, has for a long time 
been great, it is full of ruts, and in many places 
very stony. Sometimes the jolting became quite 
painful; in vain we attempted to hold on, for every 
moment it appeared as if the veliicle were about to 
be turned topsy-turvy. 

Ascending from the Vega of Granada, we 
first traversed a com country, bare of trees, and 
then a forest of evergreen oaks, the pasture-ground 
of pigs innumerable. The road further on winds 
in a series of zigzags up the Sierra Susana, from 
the top of which an extensive prospect of rocky 
hills and treeless plains presents itself. I walked 
on before the diligence to watch the peasants riding 
up and down the hill on their mules and horses, 
wrapped in their cloaks, and attired in all the trap- 
pings of Spanish finery. Most of the men were 
tall, handsome, and quite as fierce-looking as tra- 
vellers represent banditti. At the poor village of 
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Campillo the passengers stopped to sup. The 
kitchens of country-inns in Spain form a sort of 
lobbies near the entrance-door, without any par- 
tition or barrier between them and the mules in 
the court-yard, or the people walking past. The 
great gate of the dwelling stands open, and who- 
ever enters find himself in the presence of the cook. 
The poorer houses of entertainment — consisting 
generally of one long room, with men at one end, 
and mules, pigs, and poultry at the other, are called 
Ventas; the second class, which boast of a few 
apartments on the second floor, having doors and 
locks, they denominate Posadas or Paradors ; 
while the term Fonda is regarded as synonymous 
with hotel. 

About an hour and a half elapsed before the con- 
ductor announced his determination to start. When 
I awoke from my first slumber, we were passing 
between the picturesque rocks forming the gorge 
called Puerto de Arenas, two formidable-looking 
gens-d’armes standing on the step of the vehicle, 
to scare the robbers of that dreary locality. Then 
we passed the town of Jaen, capital of a small 
kingdom under the Moors. Here I again fell 
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asleep, to be roused by a total change, or rather 
an absence of motion. Where could we be? What 
could have happened? I opened the door, and 
leaped out. The rain poured in torrents ; the wind 
whistled mournfully through the apertures in the 
insufficient framework; and neither horse, mule, 
driver, postilion, nor conductor was to be seen. 
We had apparently stuck fast in the mud, in the 
midst of a howling wilderness; but the Spanish 
passengers, apparently quite accustomed to such 
incidents, laughed and chatted as if they had been 
progressing with great celerity towards the capital. 
Two wear y hours passed away before men and 
mules came to extricate us, and conduct the pon- 
derous vehicle across the Guadalquiver stream and 
valley. 

Daylight found our party at the miserable 
village of Bailen, where the roads from Madrid to 
Seville and Granada join, and where, in 1808, the 
Spaniards, led by Castanos, actually defeated the 
French under Dupont. Of course, the army of the 
latter had been previously thoroughly demoralized, 
else an event so extraordinary could never have 
occurred. 

VOL. I. K 
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The road between this place and La Carolina is 
execrable, and bruises of all kinds must be endured 
by the hapless travellers. For five hours we passed 
through continuous plantations of olive-trees. As 
far as the eye could reach, on hills and in valleys, 
nothing could be seen but rows of green or silvery 
leaves ; for, as Lorenzo de’ Medici, the great ruler 
of Florence, expresses it in one of his sonnets — 

“ L’ulivft, in qualche dolce piaggia apriea 
Secondo il vento par, or verde, or bianca.” 

The prettily situated village of La Carolina was 
founded in 1767, by a colony of Swiss and Ger- 
mans, who all died of vexation and disappointment 
on account of the treatment they experienced from 
those who had induced them to emigrate. 

Here it was discovered that our diligence had 
been seriously injured, a threatening crack being 
visible above the front springs, and extending 
nearly across the vehicle. So the conductor lighted 
his cigar and examined the damage, then lighted 
another one, preparatory to explaining to the by- 
standers what had happened. In about an hour 
he sent for a carpenter. He came, tools in hand; 
not, however, immediately to repair the carriage, 
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but to smoke his cigar and have a chat with the 
conductor. Ropes being required, a boy was sent 
to bring them ; of course, he brought too few ; so 
the authorities again consulted, produced once 
more the fragrant weed, and resolved to send back 
the lad. Three precious hours elapsed before the 
crack and a broken seat were repaired, but the 
passengers seemed from the beginning instinctively 
to have known that all this must needs happen. No 
one asked when we should start ; no one appeared 
in the least desirous of proceeding on his journey. 
Without inquiring as to the cause of the stoppage, 
as soon as the vehicle came to a halt, they all dis- 
persed to buy bread, grapes, or whatever else in 
the shape of eatables the village afforded; then 
assembled in a shop to smoke and gossip, until the 
mules appeared, when they resumed their seats 
with the greatest sangfroid imaginable. 

In this poor place we with difficulty procured a 
little bread and three hard-boiled eggs on which to 
make a scanty breakfast. Our road now lay over 
the Sierra which separates Andalucia from La 
Mancha, a series of uninhabited hills covered with 
brushwood and arbutus shrubs. Some well-exe- 

K 2 
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cuted zigzags brought us to the gorge of Despena 
Perros, a grand defile between tremendous rocks, 
somewhat resembling the Via Mala in Switzerland. 
It forms a natural defence to Andalucia ; five hun- 
dred men might defend it against an army ; and 
indeed the Duke of Wellington at one time thought 
of making it a Torres Vedras. The road winds round 
lofty cliffs and overhangs terrible precipices, at 
every turn unfolding new views of the lonely pass. 

La Mancha is a poor and uninteresting province, 
destitute of trees and scenery, reminding me of 
Dr. Johnson’s exclamation in regard to Mull, 
“ Oh, sir, it is a most dolorous country.” The 
people look wretched and dress in rags ; in their 
dwellings glass seems an unknown luxury, and of 
cleanliness they know nothing. The rich soil pro- 
duces both com and wine ; but water is extremely 
scarce, and shade does not exist. 

At the Venta of Cardenas, celebrated in Don 
Quixote, we changed mules. Cervantes has im- 
mortalized the neighbouring Sierra, as the scene, 
where performed penance, 

The gentle knight, La Mancha’s glory, 

Famed in never-dying story.” 
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Here another accident befei us ; one of the fore- 
wheels had become so hot from the friction, that 
cold water poured upon it hissed as if it had been 
cast into the fire. Instead of remedying this at once 
and thoroughly, the conductor adopted some tem- 
porary expedient every stage, until in the morning 
it would no longer run, and he was forced to 
have it taken off, cooled, and properly repaired, 
on account of which we suffered an hour’s de- 
-tention. 

We had a very tolerable supper at Valdepenas, 
celebrated for its red wine, produced from vines 
imported from Burgundy. The Bodegas, or wine 
stores, occupy a large part of the town. During 
■our meal, we were entertained with music and sing- 
ing, the latter by no means melodious. 

Passing through Manzanares during the night, 
we breakfasted next morning at Puerto Lapiche, 
where Don Quixote told Sancho that they might 
get “ elbow deep in adventures.” The peasantry 
here are in obvious misery; they hover round 
■their mud dwellings dressed in tattered clothes and 
hempen shoes, the images of discomfort and sad- 
ness, Nothing can be more desolate than the 


Digitized by Google 



198 


THE TAGUS AND THE TIBER. 


appearance of the country : not that it is a waste ; 
for the soil is excellent, and might produce large 
crops ; but not a tree occurs for miles — not even a 
hedge or a wall. You see a vast flat plain bounded 
by stony hills with windmills on their tops. These, 
being smaller than ours, the knight might be ex- 
cused for supposing them to be giants. 

Most people imagine that Spain is a beautiful 
land, with luxuriant foliage, meandering streams, 
and mountains clothed with vegetation ; they be- 
lieve it a region of cascades, rich landscapes, and 
singing birds, like lovely Italy. How surprised 
would they be to behold bare stem hills, and 
boundless plains, treeless as those of Africa, and 
silent as the desert around the mount of God. 
No streams water flowery meadows, or refresh 
bowers of roses which vines overhang ; no groves 
enliven the dreary fields or afford a refuge for the 
little choristers, whose notes cheer the leaden skies 
of England; but naked plains, grim rocks and 
trains of mules remind one of the trackless ocean. 
To Castile and La Mancha may be applied Dr. 
Johnson’s description of Brighthelmstone Downs: 
“ It is a country so desolate that if one had a mind 
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to hang oneself for desperation at being obliged to 
live there, it would be difficult to find a tree on 
which to fasten a rope.”* 

As we passed, the peasants were ploughing, or 
rather scraping, the soil with a stick, and sowing 
grain. So lazy are they, that in many fields bushes 
which one might uproot with one’s hand remain in 
the soil, while the Manchegans plough round 
them. 

Near the town of Madridejos, a few fields 
of olives and vineyards relieve the monotony of 
the plain ; I observed also several wells with 
wheels and buckets for the purposes of irrigation. 
Three frightfully wearisome stages occur after 
leaving this place. No living thing did we see 
but a few black sheep; not even a bush varied 
the expanse of bumt-up stubble. Tempeque, where 
we changed mules, is certainly the most wretched 
village I have ever seen ; it remains very nearly 
in the same state as that in which the French left 
it, after sacking and burning it in 1809. 

The next town, La Guardia, also continues in 
ruins. Instead of re-building their houses after 

* Croker’s edition of Boswell’s Life, p. 115. 
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the departure of the spoilers, the people have 
burrowed in the rock on which the place is built, 
and from these caves they rush out, like creatures 
belonging to a lower world, to beg from the pas- 
sengers in the diligence. And here one word 
as to the mendicants of Spain. Wherever we 
journeyed they infested us. Old men and youths, 
crones and maidens, bright-eyed children of every 
age, both in the towns and country, resolutely 
beset our path; undaunted by refusals, however 
gruffly given, they continued to elbow and push 
us as if we had been their debtors. Several lads 
left their work to run after us and clamour for 
alms, and well-dressed women, sitting on their 
doorsteps, encouraged their daughters to assail us, 
like keepers unloosing greyhounds to dart after 
the prey. 

Begging seemed to be considered a calling any- 
thing but dishonourable, even by well-dressed 
people ; a crowd of mendicants surrounded every 
coach-office, and the door of every inn. Surely 
they must meet with greater encouragement than 
their brethren of the north, else they would not be 
either so numerous or so pertinacious. When 
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Murillo painted, monks, mendicants, and black- 
eyed women seem to have been the sole inhabitants 
of Spain. 

At Otjana, where Soult totally defeated the 
Spanish army in 1809, and where the roads from 
Valencia, Murcia, and Andalucia meet, we supped 
in a neat upper room of the Parador. We had 
scarcely started from this place when accident 
No. 4 befel us. Strange oscillations on the part of 
the vehicle led the driver to conjecture that some- 
thing was wrong, and on stopping, he discovered 
that one of the springs had snapped asunder. So 
out came the conductor’s formidable tool-box, 
cigars were lighted, and the repairs commenced, 
not one of the Spanish passengers meanwhile 
inquiring the cause of the detention, or making 
any remark on the subject. I almost wished that 
accident No. 5 might prove an overset, just to 
see if it would discompose these imperturbable 
worthies. Fortunately, daylight was rapidly de- 
parting, so the conductor had nothing for it but to 
work vigorously in order to repair the disaster 
before it became quite dark. 

About seven o’clock we stopped a very unneces- 
k 3 
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sary time at Aranjuez, the beautiful summer resi- 
dence of the Spanish kings. The palace stands on 
the wooded banks of the Tagus, which, on leaving 
the village, we crossed by a liandsome suspension- 
bridge of iron. In summer, when the plain around 
Madrid has been burnt up by the sun, no wonder 
that the citizens consider these forests and gardens 
as a sort of paradise. And yet many a third-rate 
country residence in England can boast of far more 
beauties than this same overrated Aranjuez. 

On a clear cold moonlight night we approached 
the capital of Spain. Long and weary did the 
leagues appear between it and the Tagus. At 
length, however, we reached two tall pillars, indi- 
cating the way, crossed the Manzanares, and 
ascended an avenue between rows of young trees, 
to the gate of the royal city. 

At a quarter past one in the morning, the 
diligence stopped at the office in the street of 
Alcala, just six hours behind time. This, w r e 
afterwards learned, is no unusual occurrence with 
the coaches of the “ Empresa Navarra,” or New 
Diligence Company of Spain. Imagine our in- 
dignant astonishment when the custom-house 
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officials declined either to examine any of our 
baggage, or to permit us to take with us out of the 
bureau even a bag. 

“ We might have our luggage at breakfast time, 
but not sooner,” they replied to all our remon- 
strances, and yet several officers were in attendance. 
They could smoke, chat, gossip, and sneer; but 
condescend to look at trunks they would not. A 
curious kind of freedom that, which, under the 
name of constitutionalism, vexes and annoys every 
one but the intriguer and the placeman. 

There being no hotel in Madrid, we had written 
from Granada for apartments in the excellent 
boarding-house kept by Mr. Purkiss. Supposing 
that our diligence had broken down, he, after 
waiting a long time for its arrival, had left the 
office and gone to bed. A porter led us along the 
silent streets to 23, Calle Caballero de Gracia, 
which, by the assistance of a watchman, we found, 
and after violent rapping, awakened Mr. P. 
who, to our dismay, informed us that his house 
was quite full. He, however, accompanied us, 
notwithstanding the untimely hour, (between two 
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and three in the morning,) to the little Spanish 
Fonda of St. Luis, situated in the Calle de la 
Montera, the most hustling street in the capital. 
The sun had nearly reached its meridian before we 
awakened from the sound slumbers induced by a 
drive of sixty-two hours in a rough diligence, and 
sauntered down the street to take a first look at 
the celebrated Puerto del Sol. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

SITUATION OF MADRID — ITS BUILDINGS AND SHOPS — PROVINCE 

OF CATALONIA — THE CHAPEL ROYAL OFFICIATING PRIESTS — 

SCENE ON THE PRADO — THE QUEEN — HER PERSONAL APPEAR- 
ANCE — ROMAN CATHOLICISM IN SPAIN — IRRELIGION IN THE 

COUNTRY PROGRESS FROM SUPERSTITION TO INFIDELITY 

POWER OF THE PAPACY — CONTRAST BETWEEN PROTESTANT AND 
ROMAN CATHOLIC NATIONS. 

Madrid stands on elevated and uneven ground 
overlooking the river Manzanares. It is sur- 
rounded by mud walls, with rather imposing 
gateways. Near the centre of the city, - and 
in front of the vast Post Office, is the Puerto 
del Sol, an open space, from which diverge the 
leading thoroughfares of the capital. The Calle 
de la Montera, where we lived, leads northward 
in the direction of the Burgos road, the Calle 
Mayor westwards to the Palace, and the Calle de 
Alcala in an easterly direction. 
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The last is, perhaps, the finest street in Europe, 
being broad, adorned with rows of acacia-trees, and 
built across a gentle acclivity. The inequality both 
in appearance and height of the houses on each 
side detracts, however, from its elegance. At the 
further end of this highway, you come to the 
Prado, a wide walk and drive, with trees planted 
along it, extending a mile southward. Beyond it, 
and covering a large extent of ground, are the 
Buen Retiro gardens, which no one can fail to 
admire. Tastefully laid out, and diversified with 
flower walks, wooded groves, fountains, parks, and 
promenades, they afford a delightful retreat to the 
population of the city. A large part of this 
pleasure-ground has only recently been opened. 
A handsome arch close to the Bull Ring terminates 
the Street of Alcala in this direction. From it 
another public walk leads northward to the Puerto 
de los Recoletos. 

Following the Calle Mayor to the suburb directly 
opposite to the Prado, we arrive at the Royal 
Palace, a very extensive and rather handsome 
edifice, on an elevation commanding a view of the 
plain and Guadarama mountains. A wide espla- 
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nade in front separates it from the Armoury. It 
faces the south, and on the east looks into a 
crescent, where stand the new theatre, and a fine 
bronze statue of Philip IV. on horseback. This 
garden has been disfigured by an array of frightful 
stucco figures of Spanish notables. Towards the 
west the palace windows look across the Manza- 
nares to the Casa del Campo, with its woods, 
pleasure-grounds, and little lake. This is the 
hunting-seat of royalty, the district beyond it being 
plentifully stocked with game. 

Excepting in the vicinity of the Prado and 
regal dwelling, the houses of the poor stand near 
the walls, while the mansions of the nobility and 
consulates occupy very unsuitable situations in the 
interior of the city. Few of the streets are either 
handsome or curious. Around the Plaza de la 
Constitucion you find arcades, with innumerable 
tailors’ and clothiers’ shops, which, during our 
sojourn, the weather being cold, were filled with 
people buying winter garments. 

The shopkeepers in Madrid, like those in the 
East, are the most indifferent people in the world. 
They do not seem to care whether you buy anything 
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or net, and consider it rather a trouble to serve you. 
I was forcibly reminded on several occasions of the 
cross-legged bearded old cheats, who tried so per- 
severingly to get the better of me in the bazaars 
of Constantinople. The excessive paucity of their 
valuables, however, makes this sauciness less 
annoying; generally speaking, the warerooms are 
miserably supplied. Frenchmen and Germans 
keep the best shops. 

Although the import duty on carriages is 
70 1 . each, nearly all - those used by the higher 
classes have been brought from Paris or London ; 
a sad illustration of that want of industrial 
energy, which appears, year after year, to take 
more complete possession of Spain. While all 
other European nations are striving to excel in the 
arts and sciences, — while they are making railroads, 
building gigantic steamers, laying electric wires 
over mountains and under seas, — seeking, in fact, 
by every possible means, to annihilate both time 
and distance, to economise labour, and add to the 
comforts of man, the Spaniard rides his mule, 
wraps himself in his cloak, lights his cigarrito, and 
contentedly remains in the same position as that 
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in which Charles V. left him three hundred years 
ago. If the Catalans form an exception to this 
rule of ignorance and indolence, their example only 
renders more lamentable the state of the other 
provinces. 

Flourishing manufactories, and more than a 
thousand common schools, have given an impulse 
to Catalonia, not shared in by the nation in general ; 
but even yet you may see the proud Castilian 
walking along the streets of Barcelona with an air 
of conscious superiority which might provoke a 
smile, did not the sight recal to one’s mind the 
history and destinies of that once mighty people, 
whose chivalry checked the Saracenic conquests, 
whose princes ruled on the Danube and the Scheldt, 
and whose mariners braved the tempests of an 
unknown sea to plant the colours of Castile on 
Tenochtitlan’s towers. 

All day long a crowd of idle gossips, wrapped 
in their cloaks and smoking their cigarritos, lounge 
about the corner of the Calle de la Montera and 
Puerto del Sol. Neither the men nor the women 
in Madrid are so graceful and good-looking as the 
Andalucians. An excessive dandyism renders the 
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youths of the better classes truly ridiculous. 
Their leading object in life -seems to be to have 
fashionably shaped clothes, and mustachios like 
twisted whip-cord, in order to set off to the greatest 
advantage their diminutive persons. All the streets 
may be said to be well paved and kept in good 
order, with excellent foot-paths and crossings. 
Soldiers guard every public building, an evident 
sign of the want both of security and of that 
orderly freedom which abhors such military sur- 
veillance. What feelings would arise in English 
minds were troops placed at the gates of all our 
banks, post-offices, museums, and libraries, were 
passports demanded on entering every city, and 
elections controlled by general officers greedy of 
power ! 

The stranger visiting Spanish towns must have 
observed curious little pigeon holes, more like 
wine cellars than shops, entering directly from the 
streets. These are the lawyers’ offices. Behind 
a little desk sits the notary, his papers arranged in 
shelves round the walls of his square box. These 
escribanos,. of course, occupy localities near the 
Courts of Justice. Mr. Paget, in his admirable 
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work on Hungary and Transylvania,* remarks — 
“ I have often thought that a glance at the book- 
sellers’ shops gives a more correct idea of the state 
of education in a country than the most profound 
disquisitions on its schools and universities.” 
I fear that such a test, — and a very sensible one it 
is, — if applied to the cities of Spain, would produce 
in the traveller’s mind an unfavourable estimate of 
the instruction afforded to the population. They 
are few and far between ; even those which, after 
a long search, you do find, scarcely deserve the 
appellation, and perhaps but a small portion of 
the inhabitants know of their existence. 

The city has two large Campo Santos, or bury- 
ing grounds, both on the other side of the Man- 
zanares river. It contains considerably more than 
two hundred thousand people, and being subject to 
sudden extremes of heat and cold, from its situation, 
without any shelter from the sun, and yet twenty- 
four hundred feet above the sea, it enjoys an 
unenviable sanitary reputation. Charles V. fixed 
there the seat of government, because the climate 
agreed with his diseased frame ; but he committed 
• Vol. i. p. 23. 
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a notable mistake, for the site has not a single 
advantage, excepting that of being central ; indeed 
former kings, both Moorish and Christian, never 
could be induced permanently to reside in the city. 

Mules may be very well suited to travelling over 
mountains, where the bed of the winter-torrent 
forms the only road, but I cannot admire them in 
harness, particularly when the carriage has any 
pretensions to elegance. Surely the Queen of 
Spain might provide her attendants with horses. 
Yet the first time I saw the royal corttye, her coach 
was followed by three others, each drawn by six 
long-eared animals, which certainly looked some- 
what contemptible beside the prancing steeds of 
Castile. 

Next day was Sunday. We went in the morn- 
ing to the Chapel Royal in the palace, where the 
Queen’s consort, his brother, and two sisters attended 
service. The king is a plain-looking man, with a 
stupid and careworn countenance ; but he appeared 
a giant and a beauty in comparison with his 
relations, the most dwarfish and ugliest trio I have 
ever seen out of the slave states of America. A 
long line of priests in purple robes occupied the 
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centre of tlie chapel, every one of them so corpu- 
lent as to merit Sir John Falstaff’s description of 
himself, “ a man of continual dissolution and 
thaw, it was a miracle to escape suffocation.” 

How I wished that those good people in Eng- 
land who will not believe that the Homan Catholic 
clergy abroad generally manifest so decided a 
tendency to obesity, could have seen these men, 
all of them much stouter than any layman whom 
I had met in Spain. Their plump cheeks and 
bulky bodies bore testimony to living of the most 
sumptuous kind. They reminded me of the story 
which Longfellow tells in Hyperion, of “the watch- 
man’s wife in the tower of Waiblingen, who grew 
to such a size that she could not get down the 
narrow staircase, and when her husband died, his 
successor was forced to marry the widow in her 
prison.” Perhaps the royal pair have an object in 
patronising well-fed men, agreeing in the sentiment 
expressed by Julius Cassar — 

“ Let me have men about me that are fat ; 

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights : 

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 

He thinks too much ; such men are dangerous.” * 

• "Julius Caesar,” Act I. Scene 2. 
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All the shops in Madrid are open on Sunday, 
and business goes on as on other days, excepting 
that A few people go to mass in the morning, 
and A GREAT MANY to the Prado, public walks, 
and coffee-houses in the evening. About three 
o’clock several tradesmen shut their doors, in order 
to enjoy themselves for the remainder of the 
afternoon. 

Our windows looked into the Calle de la Mon- 
tera, which after twelve o’clock was crowded with 
carriages, horsemen, and foot-passengers. First 
came a group of Frenchified dandies with silk 
hats, fashionably-shaped coats, pale gloves, and 
curled moustachios, followed by provincials in the 
national jacket and sombrero, by peasants with 
their leathern gaiters, and shopkeepers wrapped in 
cloaks of glossy cloth. Ladies, too, dressed in lace 
mantillas, or with Parisian bonnets, glided past, 
looking at whom, we had almost forgotten to ob- 
serve the Castilian steeds, preceding half-naked 
boys on donkeys, troops of soldiers, unwieldy car- 
riages and wagons drawn by trains of mules. 

In the afternoon the Prado presented an ani- 
mated appearance, being filled with pedestrians of 
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fashion, and equipages belonging to the wealthier 
classes, but by no means handsome. Among the 
thousands on the promenade, I did not see one 
pretty woman, and very few fine-looking men. 
The nurses, who all come from the Biscayan 
provinces, and a number of whom were walking 
with their youthful charges, wear a sort of livery, 
varying according to the taste of their mistresses, 
and consisting, besides bright dresses, of parti- 
coloured kerchiefs wrapped round their heads in- 
stead of mantillas or bonnets. 

About five o’clock the Queen, attended by the 
Marchioness of Santa Cruz, drove slowly down the 
Prado, in an open carriage drawn by six cream- 
coloured horses. I at first felt convinced that it 
was Christina, and not Isabella, for although only 
nineteen years of age, she looks nearly forty. 
Neither in face nor figure does she appear young, 
and had not others told me to expect a middle-aged 
woman, not a girl, I should not have believed the 
evidence of my own senses. 

As the sun declined, and its last lingering rays 
shone upon the gay company moving along the 
Prado and Calle de Alcala, they produced a very 
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pleasing effect : naturally, I mean ; for, in a moral 
and religious point of view, how low the condition 
of that amusement-seeking throng ! 

As the arts declined, and the political greatness 
of the nation waned, Christianity seemed to become 
less and less the religion of Spain; even that 
corrupt form of it which centres in Rome began to 
lose its energy. Perhaps, had the Jews and Moors 
been permitted to dwell in the land, some degree 
of fervour might have continued amongst those 
who needed clever preachers and zealous monks to 
preserve them from adopting the errors of such 
pestilent sects ; but religious indifference now 
reigns almost unchallenged in every province, and 
worldly politicians were lately permitted, without 
a murmur, to confiscate the entire possessions 
of the Church. 

A man might travel for days in the hereditary 
dominions of Isabella the Catholic, without dis- 
covering that her subjects had a faith ; undisturbed 
by priests or friars, he might chant a dirge to the 
memory of other days in those deserted fanes 
where once Cardinal Ximenez received homage 
from the proudest vassals of the Castilian crown. 
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A few dirty, shabbily-clothed clergymen may now 
and then be seen in the precincts of a church ; but 
on Sundays the market-place, even in villages, 
is always better filled than the sanctuary ; the 
butchers’ shops have more visitors than the con- 
fessionals. You may see also the peasants busy 
ploughing, watering or sowing, when in other 
Popish countries they would have been hearing 
mass. 

There was a time when Spain showed herself 
by her superstitious observances, by her liberality 
in providing money for the propagation of the 
faith, by her religious pomp and her persecuting 
efforts, to be the eldest daughter of the church. 
There the Inquisition did its deadly work ; there 
the Pope had only to command, and a nation’s 
chivalry rushed to the rescue; there a monarch 
laid aside the cares of state “ to conform to all the 
rigour of monastic austerity.” * “ Such,” says 

Dr. Robertson, “ was the superstitious veneration 
of the Spaniards for the papal character, that Alva, 
though perhaps the proudest man of the age, and 
accustomed from his infancy to a familiar inter- 

* Robertson’s “ Charles V." 

VOL. I. L 
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course with princes, acknowledged that when he 
approached the Pope he was so much overawed 
that his voice failed, and his presence of mind 
forsook him.” 

I mourn not over the decline of a childish faith, 
supported by monkish legends among an ignorant 
peasantry, not that the influence of Eome no longer 
reigns paramount in council, but that from super- 
stition the Spaniards have fled for refuge to indif- 
ferentism, from the creed of Loyola to the creed of 
Voltaire ! 

Perhaps the papal advocate may feel inclined to 
attribute all the misfortunes of this fallen country 
to her departure from the belief of her fathers, to 
the absence of that devotion which marked the 
steps of Las Casas, and overthrew the toecallis of 
Montezuma’s gods; but may it not be fairly 
answered, that infidelity is the natural consequence 
of credulity, and that men who believe in the 
healing virtues of “ the dew that dropped from 
the tomb of Saint Walpurgis,” * are the men 
most likely to go to the opposite extreme, and 
deny the first principles of the Christian faith ? 

* Ranke's “ Popes,” vol. L p. 417. 
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Without unduly depreciating the influence of 
those writings which, emanating from Paris and 
Femey, rendered unbelief throughout Europe far 
more daring than before, one cannot fail to observe 
that Christianity has suffered less from the attacks 
of the philosophical school than from the relic and 
image worship, the false miracles and lying im- 
postures, sanctioned by the successors of St. Peter. 
If Pope Paul III. performed no public duty with- 
out consulting the constellations ; if St. Louis, 
attended by the noblesse of France, walked barefoot 
on the road before Sens to meet “ the crown of 
thorns,” sent him from Constantinople, as the 
diadem of our Saviour; if in the nineteenth cen- 
tury tens of thousands made a pilgrimage to wor- 
ship the Holy Coat of Treves, — need we wonder 
that the learned, the logical, and the acute friends 
of philosophy embarked on the mare magnum of an 
unhallowed scepticism ? * 

• Sir Walter Scott, in his Life of Napoleon, remarks concern- 
ing the middle classes inhabiting the Spanish cities, “ In many 
inBtances they had acquired good education, and were superior 
to the bigotry with which the ecclesiastics endeavoured to in- 
spire them ; but mistaking the reverse of wrong for the right, 
many of them had been hurried into absolute scepticism, having 

L 2 
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Neither let it be forgotten that in other countries 
the power of the Papacy has declined without pro- 
ducing such effects as have been witnessed in 
Spain. “ Thus,” says Professor Ranke,* “ on either 
side the Alps, the progress of the age was in direct 
opposition to ecclesiastical ascendency. In Italy 
this tendency was associated with science and 
literature; in Germany it arose from biblical 
studies, and a more profound theology. There it 
was negative and incredulous ; here it was positive, 
and full of an earnest faith. There it destroyed 
the very foundations of the church ; here the 
desire was to construct the edifice anew.” 

These remarks have reference to the fifteenth 
century, and now we are able to compare the civil, 
political, and social condition of the countries which 
embraced Protestantism with that of the countries 
which maintained their allegiance to the Pontiffs 
of Rome. And what a comparison ! How favour- 

renounced altogether the ideas of religion, which better instruc- 
tion would have taught them to separate from superstition, and 
having adopted in their extravagance many of the doctrines 
which were so popular in France at the commencement of the 
Revolution.” 

* Ranke’s “ Popes,” vol. i. p. 58. 
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able to those doctrines which the Jesuits rolled 
back again to the north, from which they came ! 

Let us take the respective capitals of the rival 
faiths, and try if we cannot deduce a moral, when 
contemplating on the one hand the majestic energy 
of London, on the other, the decrepitude of Rome. 
Where Wycliffe preached, and where his opinions 
triumphed, we see civilization in its grandest forms 
— the canal, the railroad, the manufactory, the 
telegraph, the steam-ship, the coal-mine, the Exhi- 
bition of 1851; while the cupola of St. Peter’s 
overlooks a dreary waste, the pasture-ground of wild 
horses, the dens from whence banditti rush upon 
the couriers of the Pope. Beautiful is Calabria, its 
hills yielding the vine, the fig, and the olive ; its 
valleys waving with vegetation unknown in the 
north : but its inhabitants scare the passing 
traveller ; for they are fiercer than the wolves and 
buffaloes which roam over their land. Cold and 
inhospitable the Romans found Caledonia; there 
nature has bestowed her bounties with no lavish 
hand ; but the Scotch, taught by John Knox, 
wedded to his precepts, have by indomitable per- 
severance, untiring energy, and unconquerable zeal, 
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educated themselves, encouraged manufactures and 
commerce, and rendered their country one of the 
best cultivated portions of God’s earth. 

Or contrast Germany with Spain — the fatherland 
of Luther — with the kingdom where Loyola saw 
the light. In the case of the former we have 
advancement, industrial progress, political power — 
in the latter we have feebleness, retrogression, and 
every symptom of decline. Sweden has got rail- 
ways; Portugal wants a road. The posts are 
irregular in the Legations, because robbers stop the 
w r ay; the electric wires connect Berlin with Lon- 
don. On the Mississippi there are fifteen hundred 
steamers; the sources of the Amazon remain un- 
known. New York will soon be the second city 
in the world; Vera Cruz has not increased since 
the days of Cortez. Protestant America bids fair 
to rule the Western World; Homan Catholic 
America has become the prey of the designing, 
and might do worse than restore that dynasty of 
the Incas which Pizarro overthrew. Opulent 
England, Ireland in rags, — the busy Elbe, and 
deserted Guadalquiver, — the industry of Berne, 
and the poverty of the Valais, — all show that man, 
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to enjoy social and political prosperity, must be 
ecclesiastically free. 

Exceptions, it is admitted, prove the rule, and if 
the adherents of the papal faith can only point to 
the apparent enlightenment of Belgium, Pro- 
testants may look abroad over the world in which 
they dwell, and invoke the inhabitants of every 
continent and every land, — from Australia to 
Oregon, from Iceland to the Cape, — to testify the 
truth of Macaulay’s declaration: “ Our firm belief 
is, that the North owes its great civilization and 
prosperity chiefly to the moral effect of the Refor- 
mation, and that the decay of the Southern 
countries of Europe is mainly to be ascribed to 
the great Catholic revival.” 

One little incident on the Prado struck me 
forcibly as illustrating the inconsistency of man. 
The Spaniards, every one knows, are proverbially 
proud of their country, their language, and espe- 
cially of their dress. Yet all the rider3 on the 
ground wore the French costume, and I saw a 
cuirassier on guard order off two respectable-look- 
ing men on horseback, solely because they were 
dressed in jackets and sombreros. 
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House-rent, provisions, and fuel are very ex- 
pensive in Madrid, and year by year the last is 
becoming scarcer. The Castilians never plant 
trees unless to bear fruit, or shade their Alamedas, 
as they entertain a foolish idea that their branches 
afford shelter to birds which eat the com. The 
consequence is that the soil has got calcined, and 
as they do not plough it deep enough, the heat 
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withers the roots of the plants, rendering the ground 
comparatively unproductive. Around the capital 
I observed numerous fields of the small purple 
saffron flower, much used in Spanish cookery. 
The beds of it require to be made very smooth. 

One peculiarity of the rural scenery strikes the 
English traveller, viz. the absence of farm-houses, 
for the peasants, generally speaking, live in ham- 
lets at a distance from the scene of their labours. 
This custom, originating in warlike times, perse- 
vered in because banditti still abound, causes a sad 
waste of time and labour; for every ploughman 
requires to drive his mules for miles before he 
reaches the field, and to traverse the same miles 
again on his return. At sunset you see the 
labourers returning across the treeless plains, 
riding their jaded mules, and slowly wending their 
way to the villages where they dwell. Clearly 
outlined against a southern sky, they look like 
Arabs crossing the deserts where neither the fig nor 
the palm-tree grow. 

“ This,” says the Honourable Mr. Murray,* “ is 
one of the characteristics of Spanish scenery. In 
• “ Cities and Wilds of Andalucia,” voL ii. p. 81. 

L 3 
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other lands a kindly feeling seems to exist between 
the soil and those who cultivate it ; the husband- 
man’s dwelling is by his vineyard, or in the midst 
of his fields ; the shepherd lays him down by his 
pastures green and quiet waters ; the sequestered 
glen has its cottage, and the chalet speaks of an 
attachment which mountain hardships and labours 
serve but to rivet ; but here an unwonted estrange- 
ment is everywhere observable ; the cultivator 
seems to manifest an aversion to the scene of his 
labours, and removes his dwelling as far as possible 
from it. Rich, therefore, as the plain may be, it 
wants all those signs of life which we are accus- 
tomed to associate with fertility of soil. There 
are no cottages by the wayside, nor farm-houses 
apart at intervals ; no curling smoke marks the 
sites of homes and hearths ; no scattered hamlets 
crown the knolls, or lie basking in the slopes. 
Out wide and far the eye travels over a houseless 
prospect, so expressive, notwithstanding its natural 
abundance, of solitude and abandonment, that the 
abode of the pestilence could not surpass it in sad- 
dening impressions.” 

The want of internal communication sadly in- 
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jures Spain ; there are no tolerable roads, and not 
a single canal to bring the produce to market ; 
consequently, the cities on the coast actually import 
com from Odessa, although situated in a country 
which might be the granary of Europe. Three- 
fourths of the soil at present remain untilled ; agri- 
culture has not advanced for centuries ; an enormous 
national debt weighs upon the people, and not one- 
half of what they pay in the shape of taxes ever 
reaches the treasury. Since the loss of her Trans- 
atlantic colonies the balance of trade has been two 
to one against Spain. 

It is a singular fact, that although Spanish dol- 
lars are so favourite a coin in other countries of 
Southern Europe, they are almost unknown in the 
land which coined them, excepting in Madrid, 
where government has issued them anew. Five- 
franc pieces, worth nineteen reals each, form the 
circulating medium, while pesetas, equivalent to 
francs, half-pesetas, and quarter-dollar pieces, are 
the commonest smaller silver coins. 

None of the armories which I have seen in any 
part of Europe pleased me so much a3 that occupy- 
ing a long building opposite the gate of the royal 
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palace at Madrid. The effect on entering strikes 
one with surprise. The centre of a gallery two- 
hundred and twenty-seven feet in length is filled 
with steel-clad warriors on foot and horseback ; 
from the roof hang banners captured in war, and 
glass cases containing swords, shields, and muskets 
of antique and curious workmanship surround the 
room. The antiquary would object to the bright 
polish of all these mementos of Spanish chivalry. 
I remarked with especial interest the litter in 
which they carried Charles Y. when suffering from 
the gout, the veritable armour of Gonsalvo de Cor- 
dova, the Great Captain whose triumphs astonished 
Italy, and the scuttle-like helmet worn by Boabdil 
el Chico, the last king of the Moors. 

From the Puerto del Sol, the Calle de San 
Jeronimo leads to the south end of the Prado, run- 
ning at about an angle of 45o to the street of 
Alcala. It has some good shops and handsome 
houses. In Madrid, as in Vienna and other con- 
tinental cities, several families inhabit each of these 
stately mansions, having a common entrance, and 
a common porter, the latter dressed in expensive 
livery and holding the stick of office. This street 
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ends in the Plaza de las Cortes, where stands the 
new Parliament House, a humble imitation of the 
Chamber of Deputies in Paris. 

Crossing the Prado, you have on the left the 
pyramidical monument erected to the victims sacri- 
ficed by Murat on the 2d of May, 1808, and on 
the right an extensive, but ill-planned, and clumsy 
building, now called the Museum. The lower 
story contains the sculpture, which is very inferior, 
and there the stranger will not tarry, for the 
picture-galleries above can boast of 2,000 paint- 
ings, amongst which, to say nothing of second-rate 
artists, are 22 works by "Vandyke, 10 by Claude, 
16 by Guido, 46 by Murillo, 21 by N. Poussin, 
10 by Raffaelle, 53 by Ribera, 62 by Rubens, 52 
by Teniers, 43 by Titian, 27 by Tintorello, 62 by 
Velasquez, 24 by Paul Veronese, 10 by Wouver- 
mans, and 14 by Zurbaran. 

Neither in Rome nor in Florence, neither in 
Munich nor Vienna, have I seen anything so com- 
plete, so rich, so varied as this celebrated collec- 
tion. The paintings of the Spanish school hang in 
two rooms which you enter from the right and left 
of the rotunda or lobby. There the admirers of 
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Velasquez will find food for meditation during a 
lifetime ; but none of his works arrested my 
attention so much as that which represents the 
Infanta Margarita talking to her pages, while her 
two dwarfs tease a patient dog. The perspective 
and colouring of the room in which she sits attract 
notice, even before you observe the dog, which one 
might easily suppose to be alive. The fact of so 
many paintings by Velasquez being in this gallery 
may be accounted for when we recollect his close 
intimacy with Philip the Fourth. They were 
nearly as confidential friends as Charles the Fifth 
and Titian. 

In those days Spain held the leading place 
among the nations of Europe ; her influence ex- 
tended from the Carpathian Mountains to the 
Pillars of Hercules, and a large portion both of 
Italy and Germany owned allegiance to the same 
king. Several successive sovereigns patronised 
painters of merit, and collected from all countries 
works of art; so that even now, notwithstanding 
political disasters, Madrid possesses the finest 
gallery in the world. 

In describing Seville, I have already said so 
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much in praise of Murillo, that I feel it would be 
out of place to allude at any length to his pictures 
in the National Museum; but there is a Holy 
Family near the door of the first room, where 
Joseph, thoughtful and silent, leans over the 
majestic babe, as if meditating on his wonderful 
origin, and still more wonderful destiny. No 
human pen could narrate the history so graphically 
as the great artist has told it on his canvas. How 
many texts in holy writ does it illustrate, how 
many expressions of the Evangelists might be 
inscribed on it as mottos ! Then there are lovely 
pictures of St. John and the Infant Saviour, — 
Rebecca at the Well, — St. Bernard’s Vision, — the 
Virgin with a rosary, so life-like that you start on 
beholding it, and a Conception which exceeds all 
praise. As you walk up and down these two 
rooms, Murillo’s bright-eyed children joyously 
salute you, and beggars seem, in Andalucian ac- 
cents, to implore alms. No one can mistake the 
works of that distinguished man, — I required no 
guide to tell where he had been employed. 

The longest apartment in the edifice, called the 
Italian gallery, enters also from the rotunda. It 
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were a vain task to describe tbe leading works 
which adorn it, or even to mention them by 
name. Few paintings by Titian have given me 
so much pleasure as his “ Adoration of the Kings,” 
though the background has either been left un- 
finished, or retouched by a novice. Near the door 
a picture by one in no-wise celebrated — Andres 
Vaccaro, of Naples — struck me as of remarkable 
merit. It represents the dedication of San Caye- 
tano when a child to the Virgin. The light from 
behind the altar shines on the infant and her 
attendants, so as to produce an effect not only 
striking but beautiful. 

I was walking along this gallery in order to 
begin my examination of its wonders at the further 
end, when three celebrated works by Raffaelle 
stopped my progress. No man in the possession of 
eyesight could pass these paintings without paying 
a tribute of admiration to the “ grand old master,” 
who committed to after ages a legacy so sublime. 

“ La Spasimo della Sicilia,” so called because 
executed for the Monastery of Santa Maria dello 
Spasimo at Palermo, represents the moment when 
our Saviour, oppressed by the weight of Ins cross, 
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has fallen on his knees while ascending Calvary ; 
resigned to the will of God, he with his right hand 
grasps the accursed tree; while looking to the 
weeping women he exclaims, “ Weep not for me, 
but for yourselves and your children!” Language 
cannot express the intensity of that grief which 
Mary’s face discloses, or the calm majestic endur- 
ance written in the countenance of her Lord. 

Raffaelle alone of all artists could render hu- 
manity and divinity equally observable in the 
appearance of Christ. We see him staggering, 
falling under the pressure of physical agony, but 
looking up to heaven while he says, “ God’s will 
be done.” Every minor detail in this picture may 
be said to be perfect. You see the Roman escort 
defiling from the city, through the rugged pass, 
the subdued sadness of Mary Magdalen, and the 
tears trickling down the cheeks of St. John ; atten- 
tion is concentrated at once on the face of Jesus ; 
but the back-ground shows no want of careful 
finishing, and in the minutest particular genius 
can be discerned. Vasari, in the third volume of 
his “Vite de Pittori,” tells us that this work 
suffered shipwreck on its way to Palermo, was 
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cast ashore, on the coast of Genoa, uninjured, the 
case having been water-tight, and then restored 
by order of Leo X. to Sicily. We know that 
Philip IV. carried it off from thence, that it 
was afterwards removed to Paris, and finally, in 
1816, returned to Spain. Few works of art have 
met with so many adventures. 

If we may judge from the style and colouring, 
another work of Raffaelle’s, scarcely less famous, 
was executed about the same time. Philip IV. 
purchased it from Cromwell for £3,000, at the 
sale of Charles the First’s gallery. When he first 
saw it he exclaimed, “ This is my pearl hence 
it has been called “ La Perla.” It represents the 
Madonna holding the Infant Jesus, while the little 
St. John offers to the heavenly babe some fruits 
which he had gathered. Christ looks inquiringly 
towards his mother, whose left arm rests on the 
kneeling St. Anne. In the back-ground we see 
Joseph standing near some ruins. 

Another Holy Family, also by Raffaelle, hangs 
beside this magnificent picture ; but the third chef 
& oeuvre to which I refer is that called “The 
Visitation,” where Elizabeth meets, on the banks 
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of the Jordan, her who was to he the mother of 
her Lord. The very words of St. Luke occur to 
the mind of whoever beholds this painting, dis- 
tinguished as it is for truthfulness of sentiment, 
nobility of conception, and simplicity of execution. 
Mary seems slightly embarrassed, though reposing 
in the promises of God, while Elizabeth cordially 
greets her with a mingled respect and affection, 
which none but Raffaelle could have portrayed. 

In a circular saloon entering from this long 
gallery, are pictures by German, French, and 
Spanish artists, amongst which I remarked two 
landscapes by Claude — one a sunrise, with boats 
and palaces — the other a morning scene, with 
Magdalen praying amid the rocks. 

You pass next into the two rooms filled with 
masterpieces from Holland and Flanders. There 
you see Vandyke’s grim but speaking portraits; 
Rembrandt’s fine touches, visible even amid the 
blackness of darkness, and those ill-conceived 
groups, sensual subjects, and flashes of paint which 
detract so much from the merit of Rubens, not- 
withstanding his bold natural touches, energetic 
action, and real flesh and blood. In a former 
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work I took the liberty of calling by their proper 
name the cherubs of the great Fleming, those 
vulgar representations of winged beings, so little 
admired by connoisseurs of the fine arts. This 
passage excited the indignation of a local reviewer, 
one of those petulant men, whom Sheridan has so 
happily described in his preface to the Rivals, as 
“ little puny critics, who, usually spleen-swoln, from 
the vain idea of increasing their own consequence, 
scatter their peevish strictures in private circles, 
and scribble at every one unconnected with them.” 
If this gentleman had known anything about the 
subject under discussion, he would no doubt have 
concurred in the censure pronounced by a great 
majority of artists on Rubens’ heavenly hosts. 
Perhaps, however, most men who once in their 
lives have crossed the channel and visited Antwerp, 
imagine that he who painted (and painted with 
such power) “the Descent from the Cross” had no 
faults, and that whoever dares to say a word in his 
dispraise, commits an unpardonable sin against 
good taste. 

“There are others, who,” says Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, in the first volume of his works, “from 
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natural imbecility incapable of relishing divine 
performances, make pretensions to instantaneous 
raptures at first beholding the works of every man 
whose name they have heard before.” Because 
they are ignorant and pedantic, let us, however, 
not be betrayed into an admiration for that eccen- 
tricity of design, which, derived neither from 
nature nor from feeling, may delight the vulgar, 
but not the man of taste. “Childhood in its 
purity,” remarks a critic, who does not write with- 
out knowledge, “embodies our poor notion of a 
cherub better than anything we know; and thus 
we bear with art, when it confines its pictures of 
celestial choirs to the mere groups of beaming, 
happy, sinless faces, which make some master- 
pieces so attractive. But legs and arms and 
shirts and tunics are altogether unangelic, though 
wafted upon wings ; and thus it happens that we 
sometimes laugh in spite of us, when high in air, 
and seated on clouds, and scraping their unearthly 
fiddles, we see the hierarchy of the skies making 
concertos for the saints.” 

There are some large pictures, by Rubens, in the 
Louvre, which, however little thought of by men 
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of taste, excite the intense admiration of London 
shopkeepers and contributors to local gazettes, 
who think that an occasional ramble in the Scotch 
Highlands, or a visit to the modem exhibitions at 
home, entitles them to pronounce an opinion on 
descriptions of Alpine scenery, and references to 
the great painters of Europe. They criticise and 
dogmatise as if from their infancy they had been 
familiar with those charming works which fill the 
galleries of Germany, Italy, and Spain, entirely 
ignorant of what Mat Prior long ago denominated 

“ The Titian stroke, the Guido air,” 

but for which one will look in vain in the Pina- 
kotheques of Flanders. 

Returning to the Dutch rooms of the Museum, — 
Neff has there some fine interiors of churches, and 
Antonio Moro a large portrait of Bloody Mary, 
which, if as faithful as well painted, gives one no 
very exalted idea of the lady’s dispositions. The 
best work in the collection, by Rubens, and one 
of extraordinary energy and power, is a portrait of 
Sir Thomas More. It arrests the eye at once. 
No one can have often visited the picture gal- 
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leries abroad, without remarking those beautiful 
works by Teniers, which, life-like, and graphic 
as any theatrical scene, represent chiefly rustic 
subjects. 

There are a great number of these charming 
works in Madrid. One has a Village Festival for 
its subject; in another the artist paints himself 
showing a picture gallery to the Arch-Duke 
Albert ; in a third, “ La Gracios a Fregatrix,” we 
see an old woman peeping in at her kitchen door, 
while her aged husband caresses the pretty servant 
girl. This is a splendid picture. You expect 
while gazing on it every moment to hear the 
injured lady’s burst of indignation. Near it hangs 
a fine portrait of Charles V. on horseback, by 
Vandyke. But I forbear, out of respect for the 
reader, for it borders on presumption in me to 
describe what Mengs has illustrated, and so many 
artists admired. “ Thou shalt not covet ” was 
proclaimed from Sinai out of the cloud; but 
corrupt human nature whispered to me, “ Oh for a 
few paintings by Raffaelle, Murillo, Guido, Titian, 
Teniers, and Neff, on which to meditate while 
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eyesight lasts! ” — give me them, and I should never 
break the tenth commandment on seeing the works 
of Zurbaran, Velasquez, Paul Veronese, Rubens, 
and Vandyke. 

What a curious place is the Puerto del Sol ! 
From morning to night it is filled with cloaked 
men, gossiping, place-hunting, seeking news, 
planning intrigues, selling lottery-tickets, smoking, 
idling, and looking out for victims. There assem- 
ble the patriotic debauchees who scheme revo- 
lutions, and the no less patriotic adventurers 
who overturn ministries ; and there has occurred 
many a scene which will be long remembered in 
Spain. 

On Monday afternoon this square presents an 
appearance of unusual bustle, for carriages, cabs, 
and omnibuses drive rapidly past, conveying 
passengers up the Calle del Alcala to the 
bull-fight. 

Following the eager multitude, I found this 
spacious street lined by cuirassiers, part of a bat- 
talion formed specially for such services, while 
horses, mules, and vehicles ran a race in their 
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anxiety to reach the place of spectacle ; every one 
seemed breathless with excitement, eager to see 
the fray ; for 

“ As ‘ Panem et drcensea’ was the cry 
Among the Roman populace of old. 

So ‘ Pan y Toros’ is the cry in Spain.” 

The Plaza de Toros stands immediately outside 
of the gate of Alcala. It holds fourteen thousand 
people, and during summer always fills ; indeed, 
the tickets then are generally at a premium. 
I was surprised to find that on Mondays, being the 
bull-fight day, the cab-drivers raise their fares, 
having so many demands to satisfy. I walked 
slowly up the Calle del Alcala watching the 
excited populace, and at half-past three o’clock 
found myself seated on one of the upper benches, 
looking down on the vast amphitheatre and the 
motley company there assembled. The boxes 
resemble balconies, those of private parties being 
partitioned off from the space allotted to the rich 
public. Below them are w r ooden forms, also pro- 
tected from wind and rain ; while the crowd 
occupy stone seats around the ring, uncovered, but 
protected from the arena, first by a circular walk, 
VOL. i. M 
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and then by a palisade six feet high. A stone 
step surrounds this palisade on the inside to enable 
the chulos, who assail the bull with flags, to leap 
out of his way when he turns to attack them. 
From the windows of the passage, behind the 
boxes, you obtain a fine view of Madrid and the 
Guadarama hills. A strong guard of soldiers 
attends every bull-fight, for the spectators some- 
times become mischievous, and their rulers think 
that rows may end in revolution. Government 
owns the Plaza de Toros at Madrid, and gives the 
net proceeds to the charities. Before the perform- 
ance commenced, the crowd of cloaked figures 
below became very noisy, and every now and then 
a sombrero was tossed into the arena to raise a 
laugh at the expense of its owner. 

Soon after half-pa8t three o’clock a yell of im- 
patience echoed through the amphitheatre ; then 
sounded the trumpets and drums, and the actors 
entered to exhibit themselves and bow to the 
director, who sat in his elevated seat near the box 
of royalty. First came the matadors and chulos 
on foot, all richly dressed in particoloured garments 
and jackets of silver twist. The province of the 
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former is to end each act by stabbing the bull in a 
vital part with a two-edged sword, while the 
animal tries to gore a bright red flag, which they 
hold in the left hand. The latter run round the 
brute with flags of other colours, to excite his ire 
and make him rush more furiously to the conflict. 
The picadors followed on horseback, gaily attired, 
and wearing armour under their clothes to protect 
them when unseated from the horns of the bull. 
Behind them, adorned with fantastic trappings, 
entered two teams of three mules each, which drag 
the carcases out of the arena when all is over. This 
ceremony being ended, the combatants dispersed, 
the trumpets sounded again, and in rushed an 
infuriated brown bull, unhorsing one picador in 
his wild career, and in a moment afterwards hurling 
another horse and rider to the earth. A third time 
he charged, and again his assailant rolled in the 
dust ; but the ehulos kept him, with their flags, long 
at bay over tlie body of the Mien man. His fourth 
charge proved more Successful, for his horns, 
entering the poor horse’s belly, caused instantaneous 
death. A fifth time the bull assaulted a picador, 
and his unfortunate steed shared a similar fate. 

M 2 
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Again and again the brute returned to gore the 
mangled body, from which flowed torrents of 
blood. This amusement he seemed to relish, for 
the chulos could not for a long time tempt him 
from the spot ; but the audience loudly expressed 
their disapprobation by shouts of “ Cavallo,” in 
which most lustily I joined. Then the drum 
sounded, the picadors retired, and the chulos, 
advancing to the bull, adroitly stuck into his neck 
barbed rods, called banderillas, in order to render 
him more furious. Then came the matador with his 
bright red flag and sword, and plunged the latter 
up to the hilt in the animal. But he had missed 
his aim, and another sword had to be procured. 
A second time he stabbed him, and then proved 
more successful, for the bull instantly fell ; the 
spectators cheered, the military band struck up a 
lively tune, and the mules were driven at full 
speed into the arena to drag out the carcases. 

As soon as these had been removed, a large 
black and white bull rushed madly into the ring, 
bellowing with fury. His first exploit was to drag 
out the entrails of a horse, which, throwing its 
rider, galloped in this maimed state several times 
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round the arena, till caught by a spectator who 
leaped the palisade. Six times did another picador 
charge this combatant, and four times he and his 
steed parted company ; but they rose again to 
renew the conflict. The sixth rencounter proved 
fatal to the horse, and only a few minutes elapsed 
before two other chargers also breathed their last. 

The third bull showed evident symptoms of 
cowardice. He fled from the picadors and refused 
to charge. So the chulos ran for squibs, and 
stuck them into his neck, which rendered him 
furious enough. The matador, whose duty it was 
to slay this animal, missed his stroke several times ; 
the audience each time raised a louder and louder 
yell, hearing which the poor man seemed to 
tremble from head to foot; at length the bull 
crouched down from exhaustion, and a chulo di- 
spatched him with a dagger. 

The fourth bull was soon killed. The fifth 
animal, a huge black one, charged the first picador 
he saw, hurled him to the ground, and leaping 
over his prostrate enemies, bounded madly away. 
But his ardour speedily cooled, and he refused 
to face the foe. 
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Just as the drum sounded for the matador to 
dispatch him I left the circus, for it began to get 
both dark and cold, but not a single person out of 
the nine thousand present departed before mo, 
although, perhaps, all of them had seen the same 
spectacle hundreds of tiines previously. Men, 
women, and little children seemed quite absorbed 
with the contests, and expressed their interest by 
constant shouts, especially of applause when some 
poor worn-out horse, gored by the infuriated 
animal, bit the dust. 

My readers, I hope, will pardon this somewhat 
minute description of a sight which can only be 
witnessed in Spain, and the mode of conducting 
which many may have wished to know. I have 
felt myself, when reading books on the Peninsula, 
that travellers are apt to take it for granted that 
folks at home understand the nature of such exhi- 
bitions, whereas several persons have asked me if 
the bulls fought with each other, what sort of wild 
beasts are in the arena, whether the gladiator? or 
the animals were generally victorious, and such 
like questions, manifesting ap entire ignorance of 
the performance which the Spaniards so much love. 
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Another query, somewhat more difficult to answer, 
has also been frequently put to me, — “ What did 
you think of a bull-fight?” 

Although the mangling of horses is a spectacle 
repulsive to every humane mind, yet this great 
national amusement was neither so disgusting nor 
so exciting as I expected. Instead of prancing 
high-mettled Castilian steeds, eager to encounter 
an enemy, you find in the ring emaciated broken- 
kneed old horses, the worn-out hacks no longer 
useful to the cab-drivers, so terrified that their 
riders can with the greatest difficulty induce them 
to face the bull, and so feeble that they die almost 
without a struggle. The most horrible scenes 
occur when the horns of the beast drag out their 
entrails, or enter often into their bodies without 
touching a vital part. I saw one white charger 
which had been gored so frequently that a spec- 
tator would have imagined him painted red; he 
had three legs out of four broken, but notwith- 
standing, when I left my box, his rider had not 
dismounted. 

As to the interest caused by the conflict, I do 
not see how any one can feel it to be so great as 
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that felt in a good horse race, or a spirited run 
with the fox-hounds. There is no uncertainty, no 
doubt as to the result ; the bull must kill the 
horses and the matador must kill the bull. 

When the Romans filled the Coliseum, when 
Paul fought at Ephesus, even when Caligula feasted 
his eyes on cruel orgies, there was a kind of fair 
play, a chance that either combatant might prove 
victorious; but the Spaniards have nothing on 
which to speculate, excepting the different degrees 
of spirit shown by the bulls, and the varieties of 
skill displayed by those who use the two-edged 
sword. We must undoubtedly take into consider- 
ation the influence of custom and education before 
setting down cruelty as a characteristic of the 
nation, solely on the ground that all classes delight 
in these exhibitions ; some writers, perhaps, have 
arrived too hastily at this conclusion ; but surely 
wherever Christian precepts exert a powerful in- 
fluence on character, they would not for a moment 
be tolerated. 

My predominant feeling while gazing on the 
excited multitude was one of intense pity, that 
rational men and gentle women could feel pleasure 
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in witnessing a sport so utterly degrading to 
humanity, and at the same time so devoid of all 
those accompaniments which exhilarate and in- 
terest the sportsmen of England. Sensually de- 
graded indeed must he the mind3 of those who 
week after week can spend hours in the hull-ring. 
It is strange what expedients men will adopt, 
who, unaccustomed to the delights of domestic 
happiness, uninfluenced hy the exalted laws of 
Christianity, unacquainted with the pleasures of 
intellectual pursuits, spend their lives in seeking 
for enjoyment to the senses, and have no thoughts 
heyond the occupations of the hour. Even in the 
present practical century, and in countries which 
require active exertion and mental industiy, we 
have, especially in the south of Europe, men who 
may he addressed in the words of Young — 

“ O ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem 
One moment unamused a misery.” 

Incredible as it may appear, it is nevertheless 
true, that so far from love for this sport diminish- 
ing in Spain, it increases year hy year; new 
hull-rings are building in many provinces : I saw 
them laying the foundation of one at the little 

m 3 


Digitized by Google 


250 THE TAGIJS} AND THE TIBER. 

village of San Roque, near Gibraltar ; and even in 
Catalonia, where the amusement has hitherto been 
unpopular, picadors and chulos cannot be obtained 
in sufficient numbers to meet the demand. 

The street and gate of Alcala have a strikingly 
fine effect at sunset, when the golden rays illumi- 
nate the white houses, the acacia-trees and the 
equipages returning from the Prado. Few cities 
in Europe can boast of an entrance so noble; 
indeed Madrid has been highly favoured in this 
particular, for most of its approaches sweep up the 
hill between rows of elms, and end in a handsome 
arch. 

We set off late one afternoon to visit that enor- 
mous edifice built by Philip II. in memory of the 
battle of St. Quentin, as a church, a monastery, and 
a palace, dedicated to St. Lawrence, constructed in 
the form of a gridiron, because, according to the 
legend, it had been the instrument on which that 
saint suffered martyrdom, and called the Escurial. 
Our conveyance consisted of a rickety carnage 
drawn by five horses, with a driver and a running 
attendant to urge on the leaders. The road is 
broad and in good repair all the way. Passing out 
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of the city at the Palace Gate, we drove for a 
couple of miles along an avenue of elms, rather 
disfigured by tall brick columns connected with an 
aqueduct which supplies the capital. The bed of 
the Manzanares being nearly dry was serving for a 
bleaching green to hundreds of women, who washed 
their clothes in the brook and dried them on the 
stones. 

From the rising ground beyond, the city is seen 
to advantage ; I counted twenty-three towers. For 
a considerable distance the road skirts the Prado, 
a vast hunting enclosure belonging to the royal 
family, surrounded by a low wall and covered 
with evergreen oaks. The vines had all withered 
for the winter, and the peasants were busy plough- 
ing, or rather scraping the grain fields for the 
crop of the following year. In a few hours dark- 
ness came on, and we arrived at the Posada of 
the village, near the palace, during rain and 
tempest. 

Next morning early we sallied out to see the 
situation of our lodging, and inspect that huge pile 
of buildings founded by a monk, a madman, and a 
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fanatic, and now used as the regal tomb. It stands 
on the slope of, and its chief entrance faces, a wild 
gloomy Sierra, crowned with rocks and destitute 
of trees. In the centre is a large church sur- 
mounted by a dome, and surrounded by the former 
dwellings of the monks. The windows of the 
palace command a splendid view over a finely 
wooded park as far as Madrid. These apartments 
form the handle of the gridiron. So vast is the 
edifice, that it looks grand even amidst the ever- 
lasting hills, and may be easily seen twenty miles 
off on the road to the capital. It measures seven 
hundred and forty-four feet long, by five hundred 
and eighty broad, has eleven hundred windows, all 
of them small, sixty-three fountains, eighty stair- 
cases, and sixteen court-yards, and covers three 
thousand and two square feet of ground. At each 
comer rises a tower. The French sacked it in 
1808, and many parts are now in bad repair — 
windows want glass and roofs slates. Around the 
open space outside are buildings formerly tenanted 
by courtiers, once the quarters of Wellington’s 
troops, and now silent as the tomb. 
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The adjoining village has been nearly deserted, 
ruined and half-finished houses testifying to a time 
of prosperity gone by, and reminding one of 
Goldsmith’s description of Auburn — 

“ E’en now the devastation is begun, 

And half the business of destruction done." 

After visiting the dismantled state-rooms of the 
regal abode we_ were ushered into the closet 
where Philip II. so long slept in sight of the 
high altar of the church, and into the adjoining 
room, where he received his ministers, and in which 
they still show the chair he sat on, the stool on 
which he placed his gouty leg, the board covered 
with velvet on which he planned his wars, and 
the writing-table stained by the ink from his pen. 
In the sacristy of the chapel there is a picture by 
Claudio Coello, exceedingly well painted, and 
illustrating forcibly the superstitions of a former 
age. It represents the imbecile Charles II. 
and his courtiers kneeling before the wafer which 
bled at Gorcum when trodden on by the Zuinglian 
heretics. 

In the old church you are shown Titian’s 
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famous altar-piece, representing San Lorenzo being 
burnt alive on a red-hot gridiron. This work has 
a European reputation ; but really, the lovers of 
the horrible alone could enjoy it. Ascending to 
the high choir, we inspected some of the illuminated 
manuscripts, two hundred and eighteen of which — 
the finest in the world — are there preserved. The 
last place we visited was the Pantheon, or burial 
vault of the kings, a circular hall directly under 
the great altar of the church. The centre of the 
apartment was occupied by the coffin of the Prince 
of the Asturias, waiting there until it is decided 
whether or not the babe may be buried in the 
royal sepulchre. 

The Escurial looks better at a distance than 
when you are close to it ; from the wooded park, 
at the base of the elevation, it has a majestic 
appearance, more, however, on account of its vast 
size than of its architecture. As we pursued our 
way back again to the capital, every now and then 
casting a glance behind towards the gigantic 
palace, the sky presented a singular spectacle — 
dark threatening clouds moved amongst the hills, 
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“a halcyon glow,” like that one sees at sunset, 
illuminated the southern horizon, while a magnifi- 
cent double rainbow spanned the plain, the one 
end seeming to set on fire the Guadarama Moun- 
tains, the other making Madrid appear like 
Bunyan’s Celestial City— all glorious with light. 


CHAPTER XI. 


LEAVE MADRID — PASSPORTS — PASSENGERS IN THE DILIGENCE — THE 
LOQUACIOUS FRENCHMAN — SPURS OF THE GUADARAMA8 — 80- 
MOSIERRA — THE TAGUS AND THE DOURO — ARANDA — BURGOS — 
THE CATHEDRAL — “ COFRE DEL CID” — TRAFFIC ON THE GREAT 
NORTHERN ROAD — THE PORTA AUGUSTA — VALLEY OF THE EBRO 
— BEAUTIFUL WOMEN OF MIRANDA — THE BASQUE PROVINCES 
— THE FEELINGS OF THEIR INHABITANTS TOWARD THE PRESENT 
DYNASTY — ABOLITION OF THE NATIONAL “ FUEROS” — BATTLE 
OF VTTTORIA— COLLISION AT NIGHT — ASCENT OF THE PYRENEES — 
— TEAM OF OXEN — TOLOSA — RESEMBLANCE OF THE COUNTRY TO 
SWITZERLAND — VIEW OF THE SEA AT ST. SEBASTIAN — IRUN — 
FUENTERRABIA — CROSS THE BIDASSOA — FRENCH CUSTOM-HOUSE 
— SCENERY NEAR ST. JEAN DE LUZ — BAYONNE — BANKS OF THE 
ADOUR — SNOWY PEAK8 OF THE PYRENEES — JOURNEY TO BOR- 
DEAUX — FRENCH MANNERS — ARRIVAL AT POICTIERS. 


The British traveller leaving Madrid requires to 
get his passport signed by six different officials, 
and to pay sixty reals ; so he must attend to the 
various forms in good time, or run the risk of 
being detained. Rising at three o’clock in the 
morning, at five we found ourselves in the coupd 
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of the diligence, bound for Burgos and Bayonne. 
Two Englishmen travelled in the banquette, and 
the sole occupant of the interior was a lively old 
Frenchman, who had spent two years in Spain, but 
could not speak a word of the language. He 
complained much of his loneliness and bad fortune 
—for “ this time,” he said, “ I have no one to 
speak to, and last time, I sat in the coupd 
between two of your countrymen, who, when I 
slept, knocked my head about between them like 
a shuttlecock.” This little gentleman was very 
talkative, and afforded us much amusement at the 
various halting-places. “ I am,” he exclaimed, 
“ sixty-one years of age. I have been married 
three times, the last time to a Spanish lady.” 
“ Mais,” he added, “ nous parlons Francjais, toujours, 
toujours. I have a son, who is forty years old, 
and has a paper manufactory near Madrid. I hate 
Spain, nor do I like England neither, ‘ Yive la 
France ! ’ ” Being stupid, as well as loquacious, 
he paid three pesetas at Burgos for a cup of 
chocolate, which only cost me one. This little 
incident gave him a text on which to discourse, 
regarding the villany practised in Spain, and 
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everywhere in fact, excepting always by the 
“ Grande Nation.” London he thought a ras- 
cally place, nearly as bad as Madrid ; and when 
we crossed the Bidassoa he leaped frantically into 
the air, exclaiming “ Maintenant je respire ; oui, je 
respire ici.” 

During our stay in Madrid two public convey- 
ances had been stopped and robbed near the city, one 
on the southern road, the other on the route to 
Bayonne. We saw, however, no banditti, although 
a great number of soldiers, both on foot and horse- 
back, looking out for them. The highwaymen 
generally attack the malle-poste, in hopes of 
obtaining specie. 

The sun rose as we were traversing the treeless 
plain on which stands the capital ; but for a long 
time his full orb was not visible. 

“ Sorgeva il novo Sol dai lidi Eoi 
Parte gft fuor, m ’1 piil nell’ onde ehiuso.” * 

And before the day had far advanced we began to 
ascend the spurs of tho Guadarama Mountains, 
the highest peaks of which, covered with snow, 
rose majestically between us and Valladolid. For 
• Tasso’s “ Jerusalem Delivered.” 
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several hours we slowly pursued our way on the 
rugged Sierra, over which a strong wind was 
blowing, rendering desolation still more dreary. 
All around us we beheld a waste of stones, nearly 
destitute of vegetation, enlivened by a few poor vil- 
lages with their half-cultivated fields. Toward the 
west the view terminated in a perpendicular range 
of rocky mountains, the cliffs of which 3 eemed 
about to descend like avalanches on the winding 
road. Descending from this inhospitable region we 
crossed the Lozoya at the curious walled village of 
Buitrago, and then began our toilsome journey up 
the Pass of Somosierra, which separates the great 
valley of the Tagus from that of the Douro. On 
the summit, where we changed horses, are two 
little rivulets within a few feet of each other ; but 
the one flows into the former, the other into the 
latter river. • Here, in 1808, twelve thousand 
cowardly Spaniards, ordered to defend against 
Napoleon this, the gate of Madrid, ran away at 
the first charge of the Polish Lancers, whom the 
Emperor had ordered to force a passaga 
Advancing into a rich but uninteresting plain, 
we supped on viands swimming in oil, at the 
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Castilian posada, near Aranda, on the Douro. 
I fell sound asleep after we again started, and 
when I awoke next morning the three towers of 
Burgos Cathedral were in sight. This ancient 
city, the former capital of Castile, stands on the 
river Arlanzon. It once contained 50,000 people ; 
hut has now only 12,000 inhabitants. Above it 
rises a rock, crowned by a very strong castle, 
before which the Duke of Wellington received a 
check after his victory at Salamanca. The 
Cathedral, a splendid Gothic pile, rich in wood 
carving and sculpture, has been, both for its 
interior and exterior decoration, justly celebrated 
among the churches of Europe. The choir, as is 
frequently the case in Spanish edifices, occupies 
too much space. The porches deserve attention 
for the remarkable beauty of their architectural 
ornaments, while the statuary in the apse enjoys 
an unrivalled reputation. In the sacristia is the 
famous “ Cofre del Cid,” which that great leader 
of Spanish chivalry filled with sand, and telling 
the Jews that it contained gold and jewels, 
borrowed from them on the faith of it money to 
carry on his enterprises. 
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You enter Burgos from Madrid by a new suburb, 
a row of modern houses built on the bank of the 
river, and then crossing the stream arrive at the 
curious old gate of the city. The diligence stops 
in a large square with piazzas all round, which has 
changed its name, no one knows how many times ; 
for the Spaniards, like the French, alter the titles 
of their principal streets on every vicissitude of 
government. 

The traffic on the northern highway is great ; 
we met a multitude of mules and wagons. I was 
struck not only during that journey, but in other 
parts of Spain, with the number of deformed 
people. The absence of hands seemed common ; 
and at various places, strong and otherwise healthy 
persons, having this defect, solicited charity from 
me. The day we left Burgos being a festival, we 
observed the people in the morning flocking to the 
village churches, and in the afternoon standing in 
groups at the doors of the posadas and in the 
market-places. Passing the town of Briviesca, 
and driving along a bare plain, we turned sharply 
to the left and entered the defile of Porta Augusta, 
flanked by rocks from six to eight hundred feet high, 
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between which the river Oroneillo forces a passage 
so narrow that in one place the road has been built 
on buttresses overhanging the stream. 

The evening proved beautiful, and the sun shone 
brilliantly on the mountains as we descended to 
the valley of the Ebro. A slight breeze shook 
the now yellow leaves of the walnut, elm, and 
poplar-trees which lined the road ; and hidalgos on 
fiery little horses ; farmers on mules, and dressed 
in brown cloaks and bonnets of light blue cloth ; 
women on donkeys, having their hair plaited in 
long queues reaching far down their backs, and 
their heads covered with red kerchiefs, — rode 
briskly along the highway, returning from the 
little town of Miranda. The effects of light and 
shade on the hills were very beautiful ; and when 
we entered the market square of the above place, 
we found the inhabitants enjoying the delicious 
atmosphere. The principal street was filled with 
stalls, on which vegetables, especially capsicums 
and tomatoes, were exposed for sale. Seldom have 
I seen more lovely women than those bright-eyed, 
laughing Spanish maids, who seemed not insen- 
sible to the admiration audibly expressed by the 
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occupants of the diligence during its stay in 
Miranda. 

Crossing the deep and rapid Ebro by a stone 
bridge, we passed the barrier and custom-houses 
of Castile, and entered the Basque provinces. The 
Basques are a race of hardy independent moun- 
taineers, distinct in language, feelings, and customs 
from the inhabitants of the plains. They live on 
the produce of their own small farms, and are 
miserable when absent from home. Maize has 
long been their staple article of food. These men 
were the chief supporters of Don Carlos in the 
late war ; but it is a great mistake to suppose that 
they adopted his cause because they believed him 
to be their rightful sovereign. The motive which 
induced them to take his side was hatred to the 
ministers who, after Ferdinand’s death, abolished 
their national fueros, or ancient privileges, granted 
more than a thousand years before, and to preserve 
which every king of Spain, as Lord of Biscay, 
swore on his accession to the throne. 

In a former work* I endeavoured to trace the 
history of the feud which lately broke out between 

• “ Impressions of Central and Southern Europe.” 


Digitized by Google 



264 


THE TAGUS AND THE TIBER. 


the Austrian government and the people of Hun- 
gary, and to show the righteous nature of that 
cause on which Kossuth’s unexampled speeches 
have since thrown such a flood of light. Very 
similar to the grievances which have for ever 
alienated from the perjured house of Hapsburg the 
affections of their noblest subjects are those which 
threw the Basques into the arms of Don Carlos. 
Unable to distinguish between men and measures, 
they embraced the first opportunity which pre- 
sented itself of overthrowing the rulers who be- 
trayed them ; and perhaps, like the Hungarians, 
they will yet rise in strength to take ample ven- 
geance. 

The fueros gave the people the regulation of the 
taxes and militia, freed them from conscription, 
and guaranteed their independence of the custom- 
house annoyances of Castile. These mountaineers 
did not recognise that principle of centralisation 
which has become an absolute mania with the 
governors of Europe. Each partido, or district, 
with its alcaldes and curas, acted in its own matters 
without the control of higher officials, either lay 
or clerical. They were municipal bodies, totally 
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opposed to that bureaucratic system, whose sup- 
porters are impelling, not one but many, European 
governments towards perils which may convulse 
the entire framework of society. 

Continuing our journey, we ascended the banks 
of a river which, swollen and muddy from recent 
rains, was overflowing fields and plantations. The 
hills in Biscay are much greener than the bare 
elevations of Castile, and remind one forcibly of 
Switzerland. We now approached classic ground, 
the scene of that brilliant achievement of our war- 
rior Duke, when, forcing Soult from his position, he 
drove the French army headlong across the passes of 
the Pyrenees. Perhaps no enterprise in the history 
of the Peninsular War awakens more strongly in 
the mind of a Briton his feelings of pride and pa- 
triotism than the Battle of Yittoria, the memora- 
ble engagements around that little town, the last on 
Spanish ground which has given its name to one 
of Wellington’s victories. 

Two extremely pretty girls who waited at the 
supper-table in the Posada of this flourishing 
place amused themselves very much with our 
English and French conversation. Darkness had 
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obscured the scenery before we again started. 
Some hours afterwards I was roused by a crash 
and a Babel of voices. Looking out of the window, 
I observed at a sharp comer of a narrow street we 
had come in contact with a huge diligence proceed- 
ing towards Madrid. Then followed such a time 
of talking, advising, remonstrating, disputing, and 
lighting of matches as one passes only in Spain. 
An English driver, by turning the pole a foot to 
the right, and at the same time holding his team 
well together, while he suddenly applied the whip, 
would have cleared our vehicle in a moment, as 
nothing Avas fast, and there was room enough for 
the manoeuvre. Perceiving this, I exhorted the 
chattering crew to do so, but a French lady in the 
interior of the other diligence instantly called out, 
“ Non, non, nous ne pouvons pas avancer — con- 
ducteur, conducteur, nous descendrons.” 

At length they did as I had directed, having, 
however, previously taken out all the mules save 
the wheelers; a bump which sadly terrified the 
Frenchwoman followed, and we were free. This 
happened about ten yards from the changing-place, 
and I could scarcely believe my eyes when I saw the 
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fellows actually reyoke the leaders to draw us this 
distance, instead of attaching the new team ! Cosa 
Espana! Well may travellers thus exclaim ! 

We were now at the foot of that lofty spur from 
the Pyrenees which ends at Cape Finisterre. Two 
mules and eight cream-coloured oxen dragged us 
at a creeping pace up the ascent, and when day- 
light dawned next morning we had almost reached 
Tolosa, a curious old town of 5,000 inhabitants, 
capital of Guipiscoa, situated at the base of green 
hills, on the rapid river Oria. We then entered a 
Swiss-like country, with crops of Indian corn and 
turnips, neat chalets with ornamented roofs, sub- 
stantial houses, factories, foundries, and even mills, 
all evidences of a more industrious and enterprising 
people than the inhabitants of Andalucia, Granada, 
and Castile. The drive down the valley of the Oria 
reminded me very much of the canton Berne. 
Crowds of peasants, the men in blue bonnets 
shaped like those formerly worn in Scotland, the 
women barefooted, and with long plaited pig-tails, 
were going with produce to Tolosa. 

After changing horses at Andaoin, we passed 
through a wooded defile, where the river forces its 
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way between rocks, in a series of rapids, then 
crossed the elevation on the right, and turning 
round a comer, suddenly came in sight of the sea 
at St. Sebastian, This town is most picturesquely 
situated on a narrow isthmus, communicating on 
the side of the Bay of Biscay with a rocky hill 
four hundred feet high, crowned by a castle famous 
in the annals of ancient and modem warfare. A 
similar but lower hill forms an island near it. 
Looking at them from the landward side, the 
batteries, church, and lofty houses, have a very 
striking effect. Passing under three rickety-look- 
ing gateways, guarded by dirty soldiers, we stopped 
and breakfasted at the Posada — our last meal in 
Spain. Here our passports had to be examined 
by the authorities, as they had been before at 
Burgos, Vittoria, and Tolosa. 

The day being sunny and fine we enjoyed the 
drive from St. Sebastian to Iran, by the picturesque 
arm of the sea called Passages, which has quite 
the appearance of a fresh- water lake, and somewhat 
resembles the Bosphorus, as its antique houses, 
backed by steep hills, rise almost out of the water. 
Gaining the top of a rising ground, we beheld a 
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varied prospect. Near the spot where the Bidassoa 
entered the sea was Fuenterrabia, on an eminence 
looking across to France; further up the river, 
occupying the slope of a hill, we saw Iran, and 
beyond it the bridge, with the custom-houses of 
the two countries on either side of it. 

At Iran we changed our team of mules for one 
of six white horses, and had our passports viseed. 
These documents had again to be produced at the 
Spanish end of the bridge, and as soon as we 
reached French ground our baggage underwent the 
usual custom-house examination. Continuing our 
journey, and ascending the heights, we had a fine 
view of the mouth of the Bidassoa, the towns of 
Iran and Fuenterrabia, the wooded elevations with 
their chalets and maize-fields, and the peaks of the 
more distant Pyrenees. 

The first place we came to in France was the 
clean seaport of St. Jean de Luz.* We had left 
behind the bare brown fields, the mud hovels and 
filth of Spain, to enter apparently a different world, 

* In 1814, English merchants sent cargoes of every kind into 
this harbour, to supply the army of the Duke of Wellington, 
then encamped in the vicinity. 
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the seat of industry and civilization ; green parks, 
well-tilled fields, and substantial houses refreshed 
our eyes, and enabled us almost to sympathise 
with our friend, the lively little Frenchman, in the 
“ interieur.” At seven o’clock in the evening we 
drove over the drawbridges of Bayonne, and soon 
afterwards were comfortably lodged in the Hotel 
St. Etienne. 

This city is a first-class fortress, guarding one 
of the two great roads into Spain, situated chiefly 
on the left bank of the Rive, at the point of its 
junction with the broad Adour. A part of the 
town occupies the peninsula between the two 
rivers, and is connected by a handsome bridge, 
with a suburb on the right bank of the latter; 
further down which, on an elevation, stands the 
citadel, the scene of the last conflict between the 
British and French during the Peninsular War. 
Soult having heard of Napoleon’s abdication, had 
asked and obtained a suspension of arms; but 
during the night his troops made a murderous 
sally, which, though repulsed, cost the lives of 
eight hundred and thirty Englishmen. 

Opposite this stronghold, extending for a mile 
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along the river, is a very pretty public walk. On 
this promenade we took a stroll the evening of the 
day after our arrival, when, as not a cloud appeared 
in the heavens, the upper classes had congregated, 
“tomar al fresco.” How singular the contrast be- 
tween the beautiful dresses of the ladies, and those 
hideous, ill-shaped uniforms worn by the military 
of France. Dingy dark blue coats, and trousers 
of a colour midway between scarlet and brown, 
would disfigure the best-looking men in the world, 
without the addition of clothes made to fit people 
of twice their circumference. If the French know 
how to blend colours, certainly they do not display 
their usual taste in the attire of their soldiers. 

The banks of the Adour, below Bayonne, are 
very pretty. Sand-lulls covered with wood rise 
above the blue waters, and small craft may be 
always seen sailing up and down the stream. 
From the end of the promenade ground we had a 
fine view of the vicinity. Before us, peeping out 
of a clump of trees like the spire of an English 
village church, was the tower of the cathedral, 
the town being nearly hidden by the foliage; 
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elegant arches spanned the river, and between 
them and our position lay at anchor several vessels, 
including a smart man-of-war steamer. On our 
left, embowered in woods, the citadel displayed 
the tricoloured flag of the Republic; on our right 
we could see the mountains near Irun, the three 
tops of the Trois Couronnes being conspicuous; 
whilst in the far distance, beyond Bayonne, illu- 
minated by the rays of the setting sun, rose the 
snowy peaks of the Pyrenees. It struck me as a 
landscape such as Claude alone could have trans- 
ferred to canvas, and Turner converted into a very 
paradise. 

At six o’clock next morning we took our places 
in the “ interieur” of the diligence about to start 
for Paris via Bordeaux, and who should we find 
seated there before us but the lively old French- 
man who had journeyed with us from Madrid. 
Extensive forests of cork-trees, the bark of which 
is stripped off all round the stem, to supply the 
wine-merchants on the Garonne, occur on this 
road. The bark soon grows again after being cut; 
but the operation gives the tree a peculiar appear- 
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ance. There are also numerous plantations of fir- 
trees, similarly cut, but not for the whole circum- 
ference, in order to extract rosin. 

Having done justice to a sumptuous repast at 
Mont de Marsan, on the Medaize, capital of the 
department of the Landes, we entered gloomy 
woods, more wintry in their aspect as we pro- 
ceeded towards the north, the leaves of which were 
falling in showers. 

Next morning we arrived at Bordeaux, one of 
the handsomest as well as the most flourishing 
cities in France. It has a quay extending for 
three miles along the broad Garonne, the water up 
to which is so deep that ships of twelve hundred 
tons are there moored. A bridge of seventeen 
arches, more than fifteen hundred feet long, con- 
nects the town with the villas and vineyards on 
the opposite bank. A few miles further on the 
road crosses the Dordogne by a “ pont suspendu,” 
2,952 feet in length, and 93 in height, one of the 
greatest works in Europe. 

We left Bordeaux very early in the morning, 
and about mid-day the passengers in the diligence 
began to get hungry; the little Frenchman, who 
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still travelled with us, especially felt the pangs 
of an unsatisfied appetite, and as they became 
stronger and stronger, he applied increasingly 
violent epithets of abuse to the conductor, Messrs. 
Lafitte, Caillard & Co. and all concerned, for their 
cruelty to travellers — “ disgusting” and “piggish” 
being the mildest of these terms. 

At length we stopped at an inn, somewhat 
inviting in its appearance, and the old man felt 
sure that his troubles were over. But no, the 
object of the halt was only to afford the conductor 
time to take a glass of wine. This was too much 
for frail humanity to endure; so the fat gentleman, 
who had been for some hours requesting us to 
remonstrate, as he cared not to do so himself, 
mustering all his courage, roared out in a tone of 
injured innocence, mixed with ill-concealed wrath, 
“ Conducteur, conducteur, it quelle heure est-ce que 
vous dinez?” “A trois heures,” replied the interro- 
gated in the mildest and most conciliatory manner 
possible. The “soft answer” not only “turned 
away wrath,” but for a moment deprived the 
wrathful man of utterance ; instantly disarmed — 
for he had prepared a furious declamatory attack 
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on the official— our hero seemed at a loss for a 
rejoinder. At length, to the infinite amusement of 
all present, he stammered, “ Merci, merci bien, raonr 
sieur.” This garrulous individual was a true repre- 
sentative of French manners. “Mercis” were never 
out of his mouth; his shoulders seemed bent from 
incessant bowing, and at home or in a “ Chemin 
de Fer du Nord” first-class carriage, he might 
have delighted a cockney by his affability — yet he 
swallowed his coffee at Bordeaux in a great hurry, 
professedly to get the best seat in the vehicle, 
before my wife arrived at the coach-office, and 
when a Basque man remonstrated with him for 
conduct so ungallant, he replied that politeness 
was all very well when it cost nothing, but it 
should never be allowed to interfere with one’s 
personal comfort. This remark affords the true 
key to the feelings of the French. 

Dr. Johnson said of Mr. Langton, “ Sir, he has 
no grimace, no gesticulation, no bursts of admiration 
on trivial occasions ; he never embraces you with 
overacted cordiality.” Our neighbours have all 
these things, and if politeness be playacting, they 
eminently deserve credit for the virtue; but let 
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any Englishman of observation and gentlemanly 
education, who knows somewhat more of travelling 
in France than chance visitors to Paris, be asked 
his opinion of the national manners, and he will 
tell you that nowhere else in Europe has he met 
with such rudeness as in the public conveyances 
of that country, the inhabitants of which, by some 
strange mental hallucination, we have been accus- 
tomed to style preeminently “ polite.” 

I have seen educated men conduct themselves, 
on the roads between Geneva and Paris, between 
Bayonne and Tours, between Marseilles and 
Lyons, in a manner that would have disgraced 
a coal-heaver on the Thames ; and men of far 
more experience than I, have told me of scenes 
in France, on which weavers in England, or 
back-woodsmen in America, would have called 
“ shame.” 

But to return to the narrative. “ Trois heures” 
came, and “quatres heures” also, but still no signs 
of anything to eat, and our patience was nearly 
exhausted, when at five o’clock we sat down to 
table in the picturesque town of AngoulSme, situ- 
ated on a hill two hundred feet above the river 
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Charente. As daylight dawned on the morrow, 
we drove into Poictiers, where Edward the Black 
Prince routed the chivalry of France, and where 
many years before Charles Martel had proved to 
Abdehramen that the armies of the crescent had 
reached the zenith of their fame. 
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The advent of the month of May has for many 
ages been celebrated by the nations with feasting 
and song. The Romans then at the command of 
the Sibylline oracle invoked divine protection to 
the blossom, and wherever their cohorts advanced 
they spared no pains to render the great days of 
the Floralia a season of games and gladness. A 
like custom prevailed in Northern Europe from 
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the remotest times, and although now we may see 
neither processions nor festivals, we hail the May- 
pole as an antepast of summer, the rosebud which 
will shortly blossom and fill the air with fragrance. 
Then the days are long and lengthening, fleecy 
clouds shelter the verdure and gentle showers fall 
during darkness to refresh and beautify the face of 
nature. Any one fond of travelling will at that 
time experience the “ thirst to be away,” to pass as 
many as possible of those precious hours in com- 
muning with the works of God displayed in river, 
mountain, plain, and sea. The spring of 1851 
had not far advanced when I thought of Italy, 
and felt 

" A yearning for its sunny sky.” * 

In these days of rapid locomotion, a visit to any 
part of Europe can easily be accomplished, and in 
less than a week after leaving London, having 
travelled by Belgium, the Rhine and Berne, I 
found myself once more enjoying that charming 
prospect which enchants the stranger from the 
terrace of the public promenade at Lausanne. 

* Willis’ Melanie. 
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Beneath me lay vineyards embosomed in chest- 
nut, walnut, and elm-trees, and extending as far 
as Ouchy, the little port where the steamers call 
for passengers on their way to and from Villeneuve ; 
beyond, the calm blue lake of Geneva reposed as 
tranquilly as a sleeping child, its mirror-like waters 
reflecting here and there the latine sails which 
fishermen had in vain hoisted to catch a passing 
breeze, and the dark mountains of Savoy towards 
whose summits the mists of the morning were 
slowly rising. Sometimes the vapours revealed 
majestic precipices of rock ; at others, wooded 
slopes enlivened by a few scattered villages. 

On my right the Juras and hills above the 
Rhone were distinctly visible, with the fertile 
fields of the Canton de Yaud in the foreground ; 
while on my left rose the mighty peaks which 
impend over Vevay and Chillon, and all of which 
seem to do obeisance to the Dent de Midi, whose 
eternal snows guard the entrance to the Vallais. 
It was one of those glorious views which cannot 
well be described so as to convey a just idea to the 
mind of a Briton who has not journeyed abroad, 
for much as I admire the mountain and lake 
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scenery in our own island, it cannot be named in 
tlie same breath with that among the Alps, and on 
the shores of those blue waters which reflect the 
“ Palaces of Nature.” 

Standing on the balcony of the Hotel Gibbon, 
the classic spot where the great historian finished 
his “ Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire,” and 
contemplating the cliffs and glaciers, the blooming 
fields and sparkling sea before him, one feels the 
grandeur of creation, and sympathises with the 
sentiment of that miter, when speaking of the 
magnificence of St. Sophia he exclaims, “ Yet 
how dull is the artifice, how insignificant is the 
labour, if it be compared with the formation of 
the vilest insect that crawls upon the face of the 
temple.”* 

Our destination being Milan, we engaged the 
cabriolet of the light diligence which crosses the 
Simplon. No one who has travelled through the 
Canton de Yaud can forget the beautifully kept 
vineyards which overhang the lake between Vevay 
and Lausanne, or the industrious peasantry, who 

• Gibbon’s “ Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire,” vol. v . 
p. 90. 
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have converted that rocky soil into a garden of 
delights. Sometimes the road passes between care- 
fully built walls, the abode of myriads of lizards, 
over which peep the tendrils of the vine, or the 
waving tops of maize ; at others it commands a 
view of the blue waters and the fishermen partak- 
ing, in their picturesque boats, of a frugal mid-day 
meal. 

At the charming town of Vevay we were joined 
by a party of Brunswickers, on their way to the 
Lago Maggiore. Enjoying the ever varying pro- 
spects of the Savoy hills, and the fragrance of 
fruit blossom and new mown hay, we drove along 
the margin of the lake, past scenes amidst which 
I had spent a week or two seven years before. 
The churchyard of Montreux, the “ Pension ” at 
Veytaux, the castle of Chillon, the wooded banks 
and tumbling brooks — all were unchanged, for no 
manufactories or railroads disturb those quiet 
spots which Byron and Rousseau have combined 
to celebrate. 

Leaving the vineyards of de Vaud, we reached 
the low marshy land formed by the alluvial de- 
posits of the Rhone, and entered the Roman 
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Catholic canton of the Vallais, where the effects of 
priestly influence appear in the inferior agriculture, 
the wretched houses, and the general aspect of 
discomfort, which contrast so unfavourably with 
the state of things in the Protestant districts 
adjoining. From no quarter have the federal go- 
vernment met with greater opposition to their 
educational and other liberal measures than from 
the ecclesiastics who sit in conclave in Sion to 
oppose the civil and religious advancement of the 
people. Already these abettors of ignorance have 
involved the province in civil war; and when 
I formerly resided on the shores of Lake Leman, 
it was raging in the valley of the Rhone. 

Passing through a forest of walnut-trees, in full 
view of the snows of the Little St. Bernard, we 
crossed the river at the deep gorge, where under 
lofty rocks stands the village of St. Maurice. The 
conducteur, who had hitherto occupied the seat 
beside us in the cabriolet, here gave his place to 
one of the gentlemen from Brunswick, who, in bad 
French, asked me if I were an Englishman. I re- 
plied, “ Non, Monsieur, je suis Ecossais.” This 
answer completely puzzled him, as I have seen it 
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do many more besides, for Scotland seems a “ terra 
incognita ” abroad. 

After a pause, he rejoined, “ Mais vous parlez 
Anglais un peu ? ” On my assenting, he joyfully 
remarked that as we both knew “ Ainglish a 
leetle,” we might now and then converse. At 
Martigny, where the footpaths over the Tete Noire 
and Col de Balme to Chamouni join the Simplon 
road, we began to traverse a poor, badly tilled 
district where miserable houses and more miserable 
looking people attest the general poverty. Sion, 
the capital of the canton, occupies one of the most 
picturesque situations in Switzerland ; three castles 
on the tops of as many hills, and several large 
churches, having a very imposing appearance. 
Here we rested for supper, and it was half-past 
ten o’clock before we again started. I soon fell 
asleep, little imagining the scene which we were 
about to witness, or the extremity of the danger to 
which we were so soon to be exposed. 

At one o’clock in the morning, I was awakened 
by a crash and a tremulous motion. Thinking 
that we had run against a wagon, I kept my seat, 
but in a minute or two the driver turned towards 
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the lamp a countenance on which terror was so 
legibly written, that I instantly opened the door 
and sprung out. “ For God’s sake, Sir, take care,” 
shouted the conductor, who, seated on the box 
beside the coachman, with one hand held the 
wheel-horses on their haunches, while with the 
other he firmly pressed the handle of the drag. 
It was a pitchy dark night, the sides of the road 
being invisible excepting where the lamps shone. 
Beside me the driver, his teeth chattering with 
fright, could say nothing but “ Oh, mon Dieu.” 
I heard somewhere or other the roaring of a torrent, 
and on a tree near me a screech-owl added its 
shrill cry to the voices of the night. Several 
minutes elapsed before I could realize the awful 
nature of the peril which, thanks to the extraor- 
dinary presence of mind displayed by the con- 
ductor, we had almost miraculously escaped. Had 
he not left his usual place to sit on the box, 
humanly speaking, not one would have survived 
the hour to narrate the terrible catastrophe. 

A wooden suspension-bridge seventy feet in 
height, and spanning a rapid river, had been swept 
away by a rise of waters, consequent on a thunder- 
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stonn in the mountains. On the brink of the 
precipice thus caused we stood, our leading horse 
having fallen over it and been instantaneously 
killed. Had his harness been of stout leather, no 
mortal power could have saved us ; but providen- 
tially he had been attached to the vehicle only by 
two rope traces and a slight back strap. The 
tremulous motion I had felt was the struggle 
between the wheel-horses pulled back by the 
heroic conductor, (for the driver was powerless 
from terror,) and this unfortunate animal, as it 
hung suspended in middle air over the roaring 
torrent. The crash was the recoil of the vehicle, 
when the traces broke and the victim fell headlong 
into the abyss below. 

Cautiously approaching the brink of the chasm 
we found the remains of the harness, and discovered 
the exact nature of our situation. I have travelled 
not a little both by land and sea, in all manner 
of conveyances, and on every kind of road, but 
such a scene as that I never expect to witness 
again, though I should spend the remainder of my 
years in wandering to and fro over the earth. 
The dread hour of midnight, the solitude of the 
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Alps, the rushing of the river, the cries of the 
screech-owl, the chattering teeth of the poor 
driver, the sighing of the wind, the cold air from 
the glaciers, the terrible nature of the danger, the 
miraculous manner of escape, combined to till my 
mind with an awe, which returns to produce a 
tremour even while I write. It was one of those 
awful scenes which solemnize the feelings of the 
most callous, and remain engraven on the memory 
while life itself endures. Unenviable, indeed, must 
be the principles of him, who, after recovering from 
the stunning effects of a deliverance so wonderful, 
can forget to offer up his most hearty thanks to 
that Great Being, to whom belongeth the issues 
from death, and whose are all our ways. Had 
the conductor been inside, had the harness been 
of leather, had we attempted to cross when the 
bridge was sinking instead of after it had sunk, 
had the horses been at a gallop, our bodies might 
even now have been buried in some of those 
rocky caldrons from which the Rhone struggles to 
get free. 

None of these most likely contingencies hap- 
pened ; to whom shall we ascribe the praise ? To 
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whom but to Him who “ sitteth on the circle 
of the earth and weigheth the hills in a balance?” 
And yet, will it be believed, two Sardinians, who 
had slept for a quarter of an hour after the 
accident, when they discovered our situation, 
began to curse and swear in a manner to which 
it was awful to listen. Not till the other passen- 
gers remonstrated with them for such daring 
impiety did they cease their horrible imprecations. 
On what ungrateful beings does God bestow his 
preserving mercies ! 

And now what was to be done ? The supports 
of the bridge were still standing, but the roadway 
had fallen in; so cross the vehicle could not. 
The stream was not only deep, but wide and rapid, 
besides having precipitous banks ; so fording was 
out of the question. But fortunately for us, the 
conductor had p oved himself a man equal to an 
emergency. As soon as we had recovered from 
the shock, the driver was sent with a lamp to 
scramble along the side rails of the ruiued bridge 
and alarm a village about half a mile beyond. 
Wearily did the minutes pass away before, amid 
the darkness, we heard the cheering cry from the 
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opposite bank, “ Au secours, au secours.” In a 
very sliort time the active peasants had laid planks 
along the ruins, on which, one by one, led by our 
intrepid conductor, we crossed the stream. Our 
trunks and bags succeeded, while the horses 
dragged back the diligence to the place from which 
they had started. Three hours of darkness we 
spent in an empty room of the village tavern, until 
two chars-X-banc arrived from the nearest post 
station of Tourtemagne, whither we proceeded. 

Similar vehicles conveyed us to Vierge, our 
baggage meanwhile following in a cart ; where 
again we changed carriages, before traversing 
a desolate tract covered with stones, and the debris 
of mountain torrents, which in some places had 
obliterated all trace of the road. Beyond it, at 
the foot of those tremendous zigzags, by means 
of which Napoleon carried a path passable for 
cannon over the snowy Simplon, stands the village 
of Brieg, the inhabitants of which had guessed the 
cause of our delay, for it was well known in the 
Vallais that the bridge in question had been for 
some time insecure. Such shameful neglect should 

VOL. i. 0 
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be punished with unsparing severity. Whether 
owing to the carelessness of the surveyor, or the 
stinginess of the cantonal government, it is a 
disgrace to the country to expose travellers to such 
unnecessary danger. 

After a bad breakfast in a worse inn, we began 
slowly to ascend the sweeps by which the great 
Italian road is conducted to the summit of the 
Simplon. Six horses had been yoked to the spare 
diligence, kept at Brieg in case of accidents, but 
they progressed at a creeping pace, for the sun had 
become very powerful. Passing first between 
green fields of grass and corn, we soon entered a 
vast forest of pines, occupying the apparently per- 
pendicular side of the mountain. Looking upwards, 
you see no possible means of overcoming the diffi- 
culties which present themselves to the engineer ; 
nevertheless, every turn reveals a new zigzag, more 
skilfully executed than the preceding, till at length, 
after six hours’ exertion, you reach the snowy 
summit. The vastness of this undertaking was 
worthy of Napoleon’s genius, and for it Europe 
will thank him when Marengo and Austerlitz will 
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be regarded as the bloody exploits of a barbarian 
age.* 

Three thousand labourers were employed four 
years in making this road, and so well did the 
scientific men perform their task, that a light 
carriage scarcely ever requires a drag when 
descending. The way is twenty-five feet broad, 
and crosses fifty bridges. As we rose higher 
among the pines, we saw Brieg and the village 
of Naters on the other side of the Rhone far below 
us. Beyond the valley were the Spitzhoni and 
the other peaks, which surround the passes of 
Furca and Grimsel, summits familiar to me from 
other points of view, while above them, in all their 
snowy majesty, towered the giant mountains of 
the Bernese Oberland. Sweeping round the 
shoulder of the hill, -we drove on more level ground 
up a wild defile, looking down on terrible precipices, 
and up towards crags no less terrible, which 


* “ The victories of Buonaparte have been without results ; 
but his road over the Simplon will long bo the communication 
betwixt peaceful countries, who will apply to the ends of com- 
merce and friendly intercourse that gigantic work which was 
formed for the ambitious purpose of warlike invasion.” — Sir W. 
Scott’s “Highland Widow.” 

0 2 


Digitized by Google 



292 


THE TAGUS AND THE TIBER. 


seemed about to topple over and crush us, a snowy 
mountain, with glaciers on its sides, bounding the 
prospect towards the head waters of the torrent, 
the local representative of what Coleridge calls 
Mont Blanc : 

“ A kingly spirit throned among the hills.” 

Crossing the ravine by a lofty bridge, we as- 
cended to the post-station of Berisaal, -where the 
diligence changes horses. Here we got out of the 
vehicle, and walked for three hours to the hospice 
on the summit. For the first hour-and-half our 
way led still through pine-forests, and the weather 
continued warm; but gradually the air became 
colder, till, passing through a short tunnel, we 
entered a cheerless waste destitute of vegetation, 
overhung by the Kahwasser glacier, and covered 
with deep snow. Three long galleries hewn out 
of the rock, with sloping roofs, and openings to 
admit the light, protect this part of the road. 
Although very wet, and bitterly cold, we scrambled 
through them, admiring the beautiful stalactites 
and waterfalls which they display. Emerging 
from the third and dreariest of all, we reached the 
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last of the refuge-houses built at intervals along 
the route. A wooden cross only a short distance 
beyond this marks the summit of the Simplon 
Pass, 6,580 feet above the sea. 

For several miles, when we crossed, although in 
June, the road passed between walls of snow 
varying from ten to twenty feet high. Even whilst 
walking quickly we felt the air very chill, as well 
as rarefied. The diligence overtook us at the 
hospice, a large white building, with numerous 
small windows and green blinds, built in a sheltered 
hollow near the top. A portly friar, of the St. 
Augustine order, of whom three occupy this abode, 
showed us the chapel, refectory, and sleeping- 
rooms, as well as the noble dogs. Nothing could 
be more dreary than the scene on the summit of 
this pass. Around are fields of snow; above 
you see clouds play among gloomy peaks and 
glaciers ; the eye finds no cheerful thing on 
which to rest— all is desolation, and no sound 
breaks the silence but the occasional cracking 
of the icy seas. There Nature is on a gigantic 
scale; each cliff seems more majestic than its 
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fellow ; surveying them the traveller asks with 
Southey— 

“ What walls, or towers, 

Or battlements, are like these fastnesses, 

These rocks, and glens, and everlasting hills ?” * 

A few miles below the hospice, on the Italian 
side, is the poor village of Simplon, where our 
company, appetized by the keen air, did remarkable 
justice to the good things and bad things of my 
landlord. A fine sweep of the road carries you 
down from this elevated hamlet to the first gallery 
on the southern slope, beside which the Doveria 
torrent thunders along ; then you pass through the 
longest gallery of all — that of Gonda, measuring 
six hundred feet, emerging from which you are 
stunned by a cascade, which seems to fall over the 
road into the abyss below. 

Driving down a narrow defile, between stupen- 
dous crags, we soon reached the picturesque 
Sardinian custom-houses at Isella, where the pas- 
sengers, at the request of the authorities, signed 
a strong declaration, setting forth the imminent 

* “ Roderick, the Last of the Goths.” 
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danger to which we had been exposed by the 
carelessness of the surveyors in the Swiss canton 
of the Vallais. With this document, an officer 
immediately set out to head-quarters. Scenery of 
the most romantic character interests the traveller 
in this vicinity ; in many places the torrents had 
carried away the road, and workmen were busy 
repairing the damage done by the melting of the 
snows. 

Crossing the lofty bridge of Crevola, we sud- 
denly came in sight of that view, certainly beau- 
tiful, but far too much lauded by tourists, of the 
valley in which stands Domo d’Ossola. Nothing 
is more common than to hear people talking of the 
prospect, from the hills above that town, of the 
Italian plain.* Such a phrase must be objected to : 
for it is not the plain of Italy which you see, but 
an Alpine valley, — wider, no doubt, than that which 
you have left, but still completely Swiss in appear- 
ance. The scene has quite sufficient real beauties 


* “ Italian! ! Italiam ! primus conolamat Achates ; 
Italians ! Ire to socii clamore salutant.” 

Virg. *Eneid. book iii. 
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without ascribing to it points of interest to which 
it can lay no claim. 

At this stopping-place we had a few T hours' sleep 
before the corresponding diligence set out ; but 
soon after two o’clock in the morning we again 
took our seats, and descending the valley of the 
Tosa, we twice crossed that stream in a boat im- 
pelled by a rope fastened on each shore, the bridges 
having been carried away by inundations ; then 
traversing a beautiful plain covered with chestnut 
and mulberry-trees, at a sudden turn of the road 
beheld the lovely Lago Maggiore sparkling in the 
sunbeams. 

At Baveno, a village on its shores, our German 
fellow-travellers left us. It would be vain in me 
to attempt a description of the scenery between 
this place and Arona, where the lake forms a bay, 
and laves the banks of four islands celebrated in 
narrative and song — the Isola Madre, covered with 
wood — the Isola dei Pescatori, on which stands a 
picturesque fishing- village — the Isola St. Giovanni 
— and finally the charming artificial Isola Bella, 
built upon terraces, and ornamented with every 
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species of plant and flower. In 1671 this lovely 
spot was a barren rock, but about that date Count 
Borromeo took it into his head to beautify it, and 
now a palace and gardens, with luxuriant vegeta- 
tion, and trees of various climates, render it one of 
the pleasantest retreats in Italy. 

If the Lakes of Lucerne and Como indisputably 
excel all others in point of grandeur, Maggiore 
must be admitted to bear away the prize for 
beauty. Its broad expanse of calm waters reflects 
“ that sky so darkly and intensely blue, never seen 
but over landscapes that a Claude or a Rosa loved 
to paint * on its surface picturesque boats may 
be always descried, carrying peasants between the 
villages, parties on trips of pleasure, and fishermen 
from the Isola dei Pescatori ; at the foot of the 
wooded hills which extend nearly round it, are 
smiling fields of maize and rye, with little towns oc- 
cupying romantic promontories ; while, beyond the 
minor elevations towards the north, rise the snowy 
summits of the Alps. I never enjoyed a prospect 
more than that from the top of the diligence as we 

* Bulwer’s “ Itienzi ; Last of the Tribunes." 
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crept slowly along the margin of this azure sea. 
The day w r as oppressively warm ; not a cloud 
obscured the rays of that southern sun, which 
shone on the mulberry-trees and vineyards, the 
groves of walnuts, and meadows of sweet-smelling 
hay, on each side of our path. The gardens with 
outspreading fig-trees, the patches of wheat and 
green carpet-like hemp, the villas and villages, and 
the lovely colour of the waters, strongly reminded 
me of Naples, the “ bright city of the waves.” 

As the “ first warm breezes of Italy swept by,” 
it seemed, in the beautiful words of Willis, to 
“ melt the chilling mist on my lip and cheek, and 
kiss away the frozen rime from my breath,” 
calling upon me to invoke “ God’s blessing on the 
radiant climate,” the very air of which has always 
filled me with joy. How beautiful the vines 
trained from tree to tree at the margin of the 
grain-fields; they look like festoons on the tri- 
umphal arch of the conqueror! Many peasants 
were busily engaged when we passed in stripping 
the leaves from the mulberry-trees to feed the 
silkworms. 
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I tried to get the conductor to converse about 
the state of Italy, and the feelings with which 
his Sardinian countrymen regarded Austria ; but 
although I encouraged him by disparaging “ i 
Tedeschi,”he maintained an obstinate reserve, being 
the only Italian I met who did not expross his 
detestation of that unnatural government, which 
Russian policy alone has enabled to keep its footing 
beyond the Alps. Had Paskewitch not crossed the 
Carpathians during the civil war in Hungary, 
not a German soldier would now have been visible 
in Venetian Lombardy. 

On the top of a hill, overlooking the lake near 
Arona, stands a gigantic bronze statue, one hun- 
dred and eight feet in height, erected to commemo- 
rate the virtues of St. Carlo Borromeo. At this 
town we exchanged our Sardinian for an Austrian 
diligence, and two hours afterwards crossed the 
Ticino at Sesto Caiende, where it issues from 
Maggiore. There were no other passengers ; our 
baggage consisted of a very small portmanteau and 
bag, yet we suffered here a detention of an hour 
and a half, until the rascally German douaniers 
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ransacked our things in a manner disgraceful to a 
civilized country. I have seen severe custom- 
house examinations, but never such an exhibition 
of low curiosity and vulgar insolence as I wit- 
nessed at this frontier. Every article of dress was 
turned out and spread on the table ; my hotel bills, 
and note books, inspected with scrupulous care ; 
and an attempt made to read my letters on the 
part of ignorant clowns, who, so far from under- 
standing English, could not speak the language of 
that beautiful country which suffers so much from 
their rule of terror. A tattered sheet of the Illus- 
trated London News, which served to cover a map, 
filled their minds with suspicion, and the chief 
douanier himself had to be sent for to his dwelling- 
house, to decide whether or not half a supplement 
of the “Times” could be admitted into the do- 
minions of Ilapsburg. Surely the camarilla at 
Vienna might be more lenient towards a journal 
which has proved itself so unscrupulous an advocate 
of their military tyranny. 

And why were we exposed to these annoyances ? 
Simply because we were English and had come from 
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Sardinia. The ill-bred officials of Austria, feeling 
the sorry figure which they cut before the Czar 
delivered them from the patriots of Hungary and 
Lombardy, revenge themselves for the contemp- 
tuous expression of public feeling towards them in 
Western Europe, by subjecting travellers to petty 
hardships, which a judiciously applied bribe may, 
however, generally alleviate. 

After the portmanteau had been examined, my 
passport had to be visaed, a matter of some diffi- 
culty, for the blockhead in charge of the bureau 
could neither read the printing, nor the signature. 
Before starting, the douaniers ordered the porter 
to ask payment from me for removing and re- 
placing the luggage. This was too much for my 
equanimity ; I had submitted to insolence, but 
told the man to get his wages from his German 
masters, for I had no inclination to be robbed as 
well as insulted by the miserable official tyrants, 
whose object in spending a few years in Lombardy 
is plunder. 

After a tedious drive along a dusty road, unen- 
livened by the least diversity in scenery, we saw 
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the white tower of Milan’s magnificent Duomo 
rising majestically above the green trees, and soon 
entered that handsome city by the famous trium- 
phal arch built by Napoleon, and ornamented by 
a bronze group, cast from the cannon taken at 
Marengo. The “ Arco della Pace” has always 
appeared to me the very perfection of architectural 
elegance. 


END OF VOL. I. 
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